T H E 
GENTLE SHEPHERD; 


A SCOTS PASTORAL 


COMEDY. 


The gentle Shepherd ſat beſids @ Spring, 
Ali in the Shadow of a buſhy Brier, 

That Colin height, which well could pipe and ſong, 
For he of Tityrus his Song did lere. 


Spencer, p. 1111. 
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PERSONS. 


2 M E N. 
Kr WILLIAM WORTH 
PATIE, The gentle Shepherd, in Love with Peggy. 


ROGER, A rich young Shepherd, in Love with Jenny. 
SYMON, 


— 


BAU LDT. 4 Hynd, e, with Neps, 


WOM E N. 


PEGGY, Thought to be Glaud's Niece, 
JEN,N Y, Glaud's only. Daughter, 4 
MAUSE, An old Woman, fuppeſea to be a much. 


= ELS PA, Symon's Wife. 
| MADGE, Glaud's Siſter, 


SCENE. 


Pry. | the City of Edinburgh. 


OE re of * within reverſe oy Hours, 
1 


GLAUD. Two ol Shepherds, Tenants te Sir William, 


4 Shiphard's Village and Fields, 12 few Miles from 
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GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


SYKES CSU RIEGHUTT LF] 
ACC T . CERWE' 1 
Beneath the Somth fide of a c ajgy bd, _ 


21 


— chriſta 


T'wa youthful ſheps 


WA the haleſvme waters N 8 
as on the g wan l,, | * 


Ten: 18 their fl10ks a bonny morn of May. 4 4 
Poor Roger gr anes i hollow ecchres ring, 


But byther Pat ie lings to laugh and ſing. 
PATE and ROGER, 


PAT LM 0 tt | 
SANG I. The waking of the Fu, 10 
M- Peggy #14 1owng thing, · 
Juſt enter d in ber ten,  _ 0 1 


Fair as the day, 'and ſweet as M 
+ Fair's the: day, aud alway: yayy” 


My Poggy is a young thing, 


And I'm 


nat very aud. 


0 Tet well 41 like ro — Her at a {4 | 
„ . 
bh reggy fee ls 

r we meet alane, g 

1 4 na mair, fo lay my care, 3 1 ** 


J wiſþ na e 


mair, of 4" that' rare, 


55795 ſpeaks ſac fweetly, 


; 
the lave Pm cauld : | * 


But foe Far, alt my ſpirit. 8 low, 
At waking of the fauld. 


Ay Peggy ſmiles ſac kivdy, 
og} kung: 8 { whiſper ſe vs, 


Je deus en 4 the tus, 
k down en 8 crown, + 


That I loo 


My Peggy Smiles ſee lind, 
„  naghes me biythe ond band; 4 
| ing nagibing $'vgs we fic . i $50 


skin 


g of ide fuld, 
A 2 
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My Peggy fg: fac ſafily, 
When on my pipe I play; 
By 4 the reſt, it 15 confeſ#e, 
» #y a' the ref, that foe fings beſt : 
Ay Peggy Vg, ſac ſaſtily, 
And in her ſangs are tald, 
With innocence the walt of ſence, 
At waking of the fauld. 


- 


HIS ſunny morning, Roger, chears my blood, 
And puts all nature in « jovial mood. 
Hew hatt ſome is to ſee the 1ifiog plants, 
To hear the birds thirm o'er their pleaſing rants! 
How haleſome is't to ſnuff the cavler sit, 
And all the ſweets it bears when void of care! 
What ails thee, R ger, then? What gars thee grane? 
Tell me the cauſe df thy ill-ſeaſon'd pain. 

Roger. I'm boin, O Patie/ to a thrawart fate; 
I'm born. to ſtrive with he:dſhips ſad and great. 
Tempeſt may ceaſe to jaw the low and flood, 
Corbies and Tods to grein for lambkins blood: 
But 1, oppteſt with never-ending grief, 
Maun ay deſpair. of lighting on telief. | 

Pant. The bees ſhall loath the flower and quit the hive, 
The faughs on boggy ground ſhall ceaſe to thrive, 
Ere ſcornful queans or loſs of wardly gear, 


| Shall ſpill my reſt or ever force a tear. 


Neger. Sae might I (ay; but it's no eaſy done 
By ane whaſe faul's ſae ſadly out of une. 
You have ſac ſaft a voice, and lid a tongue, 
You ate the darling of baith auld and young; 
If 1 but ertle ar a fang, or ſpeak, 
They dit their lugs, ſyne up the leglens eleek, 
And jeer me hameward frac the loan or bughe, 
While I'm confus'd with many a vexing thought, 
Yet 1 am tall, and as well built as thee, _ 
Nor mair unlikely to a laſs's eye, | | 
For ilka fheep ye have V'Il number ten, | "SP 
And ſhould, as many ane may think, come farther ben, 
Parie. But ablins, Neighbour, ye have not 4 heart, 
And downa eithly wi“ your cunzie part. 
If that be true, what f(ignifies your gear? 
A mind that's ſcrimpit never wants ſome care. 
Neger. My byer tombled, nine bra' nout were ſ\moor'd, 
Three elf hot wee, vet 1 theſe ils endureds 
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In winter laſt my cares were very ſma', 
Though ſcoies of weathers periſh'd in the ſnaw, 
Patie. Were your bein rooms #s thinly ſtock'd as mine, 
Leſs ye wad loſs, and lels ye wad repine; 
He that has juſt enough can ſoundly fleep, , 


The o'excome only faſhes fowk to keep. 


R ge. May plenty flow upon thee 1or a croſs, 
That thou may 'ſt thole the pangs of mony a loſs. | 
Oh! may'ſt thou dote on ſome fair paughty wench, 
That neer will lout thy lowan drowth 16 quench. 
Till, bris'd beneath the burden, thou eu dool, 
And awn that ane may fret that is nae fool, 

Patie, Sax g20d fat lambs, 1 ſauld them ilka clute, 
At the We} Port, and bought a winſome flute, : 
Of plumbcree made, with iv'ry virles round, 

A dainty whiſtie with a pleaſant ſound :. 
Vil be merry sit, and peer cry doo], 
Than ye with all your caſh, ye dowie fool. 

Roger, Na, Patie, na! I'm, nate fic chutliſh beaſt, 

Some other thing lies heay;er at my b:caft. 

I dream'd a dreary Dream dais binder night, 

That gats my fleſh a“ creep yet with the fright. 
Patic., Now to a friend, how fGilly's this ptetence, 

To ane wha you and 4” your ſecrets kens! 

Daft are your dicams, #s daftly wad ye hide 

Your well ſeen love, and dorty Fenny's pride, ' 

Take wvurage, Neger, me your ſorrows tell, | 

And ſafely think naue kens them but yourſel.. 

Roger. Indeed no, Patie, ye have gueſs d o'er ttue, 

And theie is nue hing “I keep free you. 

Me dor'y Fenny looks upon a ſquin-, 

To ſpeak but till her I date hardly mint, 

In ilka place ſhe jects me air and lace, - © 
And gais me lbok bombaz'd and unka blate. 
But yeſterday 1 met her vont a know, | 
She fled as frar a melly coated kew : 

She Basld) loves, Bauldy that drives the car, 
But gecks at me, and ſays, I ſmeil o' tat. 

Patie. But Basldy lo'es not her, right well © wat; 

He ſighs for Neps,—Sae that may ſtand for that. | 

Reger. I wiſh 1 cou'd nae ly'e ber—Bur in vain; 75 
I ſtill maus do't, and thele her proud diſdain, | _ 

My Baw:y is 4 cur T dearly like; 2 * 
Even white he fawu'd, ſhe firake the poor, dumb tike: 
1f kb had fill'd a nook within: her bieaſt, : 
She wad have hang malt kindarſy to my beaſt, 
2. 1 . A3 - #3 1 i 44 od © 


* . 


0 * 
en 


6 e GENTLE SHEPHERD. Al. 


When 1 begin to une my fleck and horn, 
With a' her face ſhe ſhews a caulrife ſcorn, 
Left night I pl-y'd, (ye never heard ſic ſpite) 
Ober Bogie was the ipring, and her delight; 
Yet tauntingly ſhe at her cuſin ſpeer' d, 
Gif ſhe could tell What tune I play'd, and ſneer'd. 
Flocks wander where ye like; 1 dinna care: 
Yi! break my reed, and never whiſtle mair. 
Patie, E'en do ſae, Roger, wha can help miſluck, 
Sacbeins fhe be fic à thrawn gabet chuck? 
Yonder's a craig, fince ye have tint all ho 
Gae till't your ways, and tak the lover's loup. 
Roger. 1 needna make fic ſpeed my blood to pill: 
III warrant” death come ſoon enough a-will. | 
Patie. Daft'gowk ! leave aff chat filly whinging way, 
Seem careleſs, there's my hand, yell win the day. 
Hear how I ſetv'd my laſs 1 love as wee! | 
As 25 do Jenny, and with heart as leel. 
Laſt morning 1 was 8 and early out, 
Upon a dyke 1 lean'd, glowring about, 
1 ſaw my Meg come linking o'er the lee: 
1 ſaw my Meg, but Aeggy law nae me; 
For yet the Sun was wading through the miſt, 
And ſhe was cloſe upon me Cer ſhe wiſt, 
Her coats were kiltit and did ſweetly ſhaw 
Her ſtraight bate legs, that whiter were than ſuag: 
Her Cockernopy fnooded up fou fleck, 
Her haffet locks hang waving on her cheek; 
Her cheek ſae ruddy, and her gen ſac clear; 
And O! her mouth's like any binny peer. 
Neat, neat the was, in buſtine weiſtcoat clean, 
As ſhe came we rh Pot the dewy green, 
Blythſome I cry'd, My bonny My come here, 
I ferly wherefore ye're ſae ſoon aſteer; _ 
But I can gels ye're gawn to gather dew, 
She ſcour'd awn', and ſaid, What's that to you? 
Then fare ye well, Meg Dorts, and Cen's'ye like, 
1 careleſs cry'd, and lap in o'er the dike. 
I trow, when that ſhe ſaw, within a crack, 
She came with a right thieveleſs errand back,. 
Miſca'd me fiiſt—then bad me hound my dog 
To wear up three'waft ewes firay'd on the bog. 
I leygh, and ſae did ſhe; chen with great haſte, 
1 claſp'd my arms about her peck and waſte: 
About her yield ng waſte, and took a fouth : 
Of ſnectelt killer frac her glowing mouth, 
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While hard and faſt T held her in my yrips, 
My very ſaul came loyping to my lips. 
Salt, ſair ſhe flex wi” me ween itka ſmacks 
But weel 1 kend ſhe meant nae as che ſpake. 543 
s ANG u. Fy gae rub her o'er witn ſtrae. 


Dear Roger, if your Jenny geck. 
And anſwer kindneſs with @ ſlight, 
Seem wnconcers'd at her negleſt, 
For women in 4 man delights 
Bus them deſpiſe who're foon defeat, 
Aid with A ſimple face give way 
To 4 repulſt. hen be not 'blate, 
Puſb Bauldy os, and win the day. 
When maidens, innocently young, 
Say afren what they never mean; 
Ne'er mind their pretty Hung tongue. z | 
But tent the language ef their cen 
J If theſe agree, and ſbe perfiſt, 
To anſwer all, your love with ates 
Seek elſewhere to be better bleſt, EY 
Ad let her [gh when "tis too lates 


Neger. Kind Patie, now Fair fa' your honeſt heatt, 
Ye'ce ay ſac cadpy, and have fic an att 12 * 
To heatten ane: For now as clean's a leek, 
Ye've cherjſh'd me fince ye began to ſpeak. 
Sac, for your pains, I'll mak you a propine, 
My mother (reſt her ſaul) ſhe made it fine, 
A tarten plaid, ſpun of good hawſlock' woo, 
Scarlet and green the ſets, the borders blew, - 
With fprings like gowd and filver, c:ofs'd with black; 
I never had it yet upon my back. ict 
Weel are ye worthy o't, wha' have ſae kind 
Red up my ravel'd doubis, and clear'd my mind. 
Patie. Well, had ye there:-- And ſince ye've frankly made 
A preſent to me of your braw new plaid, © | 
My flute be yours; and ſhe too that's ſac nice 
Shall come a-will, gif ye'll tak wy advice. 
Roger, As ye advilre, I'll promiſe to obſerve'r; 
But ye maun keep the flute, ye beſt deſerv't, 


Now tak it out, and gie's a bonny ſpring; 


For I'm in tift to hear you play and ſing. | 
Partie. But firſt we'll tak a turn pp to the height, | 
And ſee gif all our flocks be feeding right, _ 


* 


Be that time, banvocks, and a ſhave of cheeſe, 
Will make & breakfaſt that a laird might pleaſe: 
Might pleaſe the daintieſt gabs, were they (ac wiſe, 
To ſeaion meat Wi health inſtead of ſpice. 
When we have ta'en the grace-drink at this well, 
Til whiſtle fine, and fing t'ye like my fell 


ACT I. SCENE H. 


A flou'rie how between tua verdant braces, 
Where laſſes uſe to waſh and ſproad. theiv claiths, 
A trotting burnie whimpling throw the ground, 
Its channel peebles, ſhining, ſmooih and round. 
Here view twa barefoot beauties clean and clear; 
Firſt pleaſe your eye, next gratiſy your ear, 

ht Jenny what ſhe wiſhis diſcommends, 

vAnd Meg un better ſence true love definds, 


PEGGY and FENNY. 


Jenny. Come Meg, let's fa“ to wark upon this green 
The ſhining day will bleach our linen clean; 
The water's clear, the lift unclouded blew, 
Will mak them like a lilly wer with dew; 
Peggy. Go farther up the burn to Habit's- how, 
Wheie a the ſwtets of ſpring and ſummer grow; 
Be:iween twa bizks, out o'er e litile lin, 
The water fa's, and makes a ſing and din; 
A Pool, breaſt deep beneath, as-clear as graſs, 
Kiſſes with eaſy whirles the bord'ring to 
We'll end our waſhing while the morning's cool, 
And when the day grows het, we'll to the pool, 
There waſh our ſels.— Tis healchfou now ia May, 
And ſwee'ly cauler on ſac warm a day. 


Jenn). Daft laſſie, when w-re naked, what'll ye ſoy, ; 


1f our twa herds come biattling dowa the brae, 
And ſee us ſac, That jeecting fallow Pare, 
Wad taunting ſay, Haith, laſſes, y=':e no blate. 

Peggy. We're far frae ony road and out of fight; 
The 1ads they're feeding far beyont the height; 
But tell me now dat ens, weile our lane, 
What gars you plague your wooer With diſdain! 
The pibours 4 tent this as well as 1, 1 
Thar Reger lo'es ye, Jet ye care na by. F 
What ails ye at him? Troth be.ween us twa, 
He's wordy you the beſt day cer ye ſaw. 

Jenny. 1 dinna like him, Peggy, there's an end, 
A herd maix ſheepiſh yet I never kend, 
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IJ. He kames his hait indeed, and gaes right ſnug, 
* + With ribbon- knots, at his blew bonnet Jugs 
3 Whilk penfily he wears a thought a yee, 
And ſpreads his garters dic'd beneath his knee: 
He faulds his owerlay down his breaft with care, 
And ew gang? trigger 40 the kirk or fair, 
l Fo S. that he can neither ſing nor ſay, 
> Except, How d'ye?—or, The'e's a bonny day. 
Peggy. Ye daſh the lad with conſt ant lighting pride; 
Hatted for love is unco (gi: to bide: 272 
{ But ye'Il repent ye, if his love grow cau'd, | 
What's like a dorty maiden. when ſhe's auld? 


SANG ut. . Polwait on ihe teen | » & 
; The dorty will repent . | : 
4 If lover”: heart grows ca» id, 


And nane her fmiles will tent, 
” Leon as her face lodks auld: _ 
4 The daunied bairn tb talgs the pet, 
7 6 Nor” eats, the” hunger crate, 
Whimpers and tarrows at its meaty 
And"; larght at Ly tht lave.- 
They jeſt it ni the dinners paſt, 
* by its ſell ; ith 
The fool thing 1s oblig'd to fat, 
Or cat what the ve K | 


; 

' 

1 

vy. Jeniyy/ think, and dine fir your time. 
Jenny. I never thought a finple life a crime. 
| 

| 

! 

' 


= -Q-e 


P.. Nor 1:—Bur love in whiſpers lets us ken, 
That men were made for us, and we for men. , 
Jenny. If Reger is my jo, be kens bimſel, | 
For fic « tale 1 never heard him tell. 
He glow'rs and ſighs, and 1 carr gueſs the cauſe; 
But wha*s oblig'd to ſpell his hums and taws ? 
W hene'er he likes to tell bis mind mair plain, 
Vie tell himefrank'y' ne et te do't again, 
They're fools that ſlavey like and may be tee; 
The chie!s may u knit” up themſelves for me. a 
Piggy. Be doing your Ways, for me 1 have 8 mind 
To be as yielding as my Ps kind, _ 
Jenny. Heb, lais? how can you 1oo that rattle- ſcull, 
A veiy deel that & mau hae his will; | 
We'll ſoon hear tell what a poor fighting life . 


You zwa will lead ſae ſoon's yere' man and wife, 5a , 


1 * _ * * 
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our Wi 
S ANS. V. © det mother what rot; peg YO wal 


0 dear Peggy 1% b wilihg, 
We right not to truſt his Jmilingy 1 
: Berrer r is de as I b, 1 
e lr luck betide you. 2 
Ls, when their fancy carried, b 
"Think, of nog ht but to 'be marmed 3 
Vm e lifes diftroys ' 
. Heartſome, Free, aud vouthfi joys, 
Peggy. I'Il rin, the risk, nor have Ion „ 
By! i her thivk ith langſome 1257 a Year, | _ 
Till 1 with pleaſure mount the bridal bet. 
Wheie on my Patie's breaſt * lean by head., » 
There we may kifs, a+ lang us kiſſing's good, 
And what we do there's nane date it zude. 
He gets his will: Why no? Ti- good my part, 
To give him that, and he'll give me his heart. . 
* my, He may indeed for 2 or G fteen dar F 
Mak meik e o'ye with an unka fraiſe, 
And daut ye both afote hg and ade, 
Bu: fon 4s his new fangleneſs 15 gan 
He*ll look upon you as his teatber-& * i 
And think he's tint his freedom for your fakes 
Inſtead then of lang days of ſweet 2 = | 
Ae be dumb, and a' the neiſt he I Ayte: 


And may be in his Wade oods beet ſticx 
he end his loving wife a lound'ting lick. 


„ Sic courſe, i r lee ebe mane 
e 40 | 


* = 


:1'd mind. Im oer aue in do 

—4 to me is deatet chan y bieatb, 
But want of him 1. dtead no other ckaith. . 
There's nane of a” the herds that 468d 7% Breen, 

Has fic a ſmile, or fc wa (glancing cen, 
And then he, ſpeaks with ſuch a taking art:: 
His we: 4 obey hey chitle like 242 Mah," my beast vs 
How bliyt port, ang gent r M 
aj es 1 1 Ws, eee 11 

da Peg 15 upon che hill, Fur 

He r=, i fell d NN Nm meikle Il. 
He i ut pol: —4¹ I ſay he or Mis a | 
I'd ſpend a month to tell yan what he is „ 
be. a he ſays og does, there's lic a gute, 

be reſt ſeems coofs, ,compe;'d-aich twy dear Pare 
= better eaſe, pill bang bis love Jequres 1, | 
n 9 rue de er. 32 
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t I. Ferry. Hey borny laſs of Brass, or'e be lang, 
oui Witty Pate wall put you ins fangy 
-- FO *tis a pleaſant thing to be @ brides .. 

Svyae whingiag gets about your ingle- fidey N Ve 
elping for this or that, wth, falbeous din: | | 
o m Kk hem brate them ye mann toi and fpin- 

waen ta's fick, ane ſcads it ſb wi? ho | 
nd bucks: bas ihn, ahither tynes bis hee. - 
The deil'gats o'er ehe Webber: ame grows hell, 
hen Pate miſca's: ye war than tongue cam tell. 


S AN OG v. How can I be ſad on my wedding. day. 


Peggy. How ſhall, 7 be ſad when. 4 kuſhand. 1. hae, 
That bas better ſenſe than apy of thats _. 
Sowr weak filly fellows, that fludy like fi 
To fink, their ain Joy, and makg ther. wives ſnoals, 
The wan who is prudent ne'er lightlies his wiſe, 
Or with dull repreaches encourages Ari fe 
He praiſes her virtues, and nc er will abuſe 


Her for a, ſma* failing, but find an excuſe, 
ves, *tis a hanſome thing to be a wife, 


+ When found the ingle- edge young ſprouts are rife, 
: Gif I'm ſae happy, I ſhall have delight. © os 
To hear their lirrle plaints, and keep them right, 
. Wow Jenny! can there greate e lea ſute be, 


9 * 
2 
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Than ſee fic wee tots toolying at your knee 

When a they ettle at—their greateſt wiſk, 

Is to be made of, and obtain a kiſs? 

Can there be toll in renting day and night ; 
The like of them, When Love makes care delight? 
How. But poottith, Pig2y, is the worſt of a*: 

* Gif o'er your heads ill chance ſhould beggary draw; 
But little love, or canty chear can come 

 Frac duddy doublets, and a pantry room, 

Your now: may die ;—the ſpate may beat away 

Frac af the howms your daimy rucks of hay; — 

The thick blawn wieaths of ſoaw, or blaſhy thows, , 
May ſmoor your weathers,, and may rot your ews: 

A dyvor buys your butter, woo, and cheeſe, _ 
But, or the *y of payment, breaks and flees: 
Wich glooman brows the Taird. ſeeks, in his rent : 

»Tis not to gie your merchant's to the bent; 

His honour manns want, he points your gear: 

Syae driven frac houſe and hald, where will ye _— 
| ear 
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Dear Mig, be wiſe, and lead a fingle life, 
Troth tis nae mows to be à married wife. 

Peggy. May ſic ill lacks befa' that filly he 
Wha has fic fears, for that was never me. | 
Let fowk bode se'll, and ſtrive to do their beſt, 
Nae mait's tequir'd, let heaven mak out the teſt. 
I've heard my honeſt uncle aften ſay, dp 
That lads ſhould a“ for wives that's virtuous pray; 
For the maiſt thrifty men could never get 
A well-Ror'd room, unleſs his wiſe wad let. 
Wherefore nocht ſhall be wanting on my part 
To gather wealth to raiſe my ſhepherd's heart, 
Whate'er he wins, I'll guide with canny care, 
And win the vogue at market, tron, or fair, 
For hailſome, clean, cheap, and ſufficient ware. 
A flock of lambs, cheeſe, burter, and ſome woe, 


Shell firſt be ſald to pay the laird his doe; 


Syne a' behind's our ain.— Thus without fear, 

With love and rcowth we through the wa Id will ſteet. 
And when my Patie in bairns and geer grows rife, ” 
He'll bleſs the day he gat me for his wife. 

Fenny. But what if ſome young giglit on the green, 
With dimpled cheeks, and twa bewitching een, 
Should gar your Patie think his half worn M. 

And her kend kifles w:re not werch a feg, 

Peggy. Nae mair of that—=Dear Fenny to be free, 
There's ſome men confſtanter in love than we. 

Nor is the feily great, when nature kind 

Has bleſt them with the ſolitude of mind. 
They'll :eaſon calmly, and with kindneſs ſmile, 
Wren our ſhort paſſions wad our peace beguile. 
Sac whenſoc'cr they Oight their maiks at hame, 
"Tis ten to ane the w ves are maiſt io blame, 
Then I'll employ with pleaſure a' my art, 

To keep him chearfu*, and ſecure his heart. 

At E'en when he comes weary frac the h u, 

111 hae a' things made ready to his will, 

In winter, when he toe through wind and rain; 
A bleezing-ing'e, and a clan hear h ſtane: 
And ſoon as he flings by his plaid and Raf, 
The ſac hing pot's be ready o take aff. 

Clean hag s-bag I'll ſpread upon h's beard, 
And ſe ve him wi h the beſt we can afford. 


- Good humour and white bigogets ſhall be 


Guards ie my face, to keep h's love for me. 


Tenny, 


wy MM 


< IE 


* 
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Zemy. A diſh of married love right ſoon grows cauld, 
od dozens down to nane as fowk grows auld. 
Piggy. But we'll grew auld together, and ne'er find 
he loſs of — when love grows on the mind. 
Bairns and their bairns make ſure, a firmer tze, 
Than ought in love the like of us can ſpy. 
Sec yon twa elms that grow up fide by fide, 
Suppofe them ſome years ſyne bridegioom and bride, 
Nestet and nearer ilka year they've preft, 
Till wide their ſpreading branches ate increaft, 
And in their mixture now are fully bleſt. 
This ſhields the other frac the eaſtlin blaſt, 
That in return defends it fra the weft, 
Sic as ſt and fingle—(a tate ſac lik'd by you!) 
> Beneath ilk ſtorm frac every airth maun bop: 
| Fenma, I've done,—l yield; dear laſſie, I maun yield; 
out better ſenſe has faitly won the field, 
| With the aſſiſtance of a |.ttle face, ' 
/ Lyes dain'd wikia wy breaſt this mony a day. 


SANG VI, Nancy's to the Green Wood gave. 


I yicld, dear laſſie, you have won, 
* And there is nae denying, 
N That ſure as light flows frae, the ſun, 
i of” | 

| "Free love proceeds complying. | 
For 4 that we can o or ſay, 
4 Caiaſt love nac thinker heeds us, 
5 ' They ken sur boſoms lodge the fac, 
| 


* 


That by the heart-ſtrings hd us, 
| . | 


Peggy. Al:ke! poor pris ner! Fenny, that's no fair, 
That ye'll vo let the wie thing tak the air: 
Haſte l:t-him out, we'll tent as weel's we can, 
Gif he ve Barldy's or poor 's man. | 
f Jenny. Anither time's as good z—for ſee the ſun 
' Is right far up, and we're not yet begun 


* To freath the greath: —If -canker'd Madge, our aunt 
Tome up (be burn, ſhell gi'es a wicked rant. 
But when we've done, I'll tell you a' my mind; 
Fo: this ſcems true, —nae laſs can be unkind, 


Fre vn. 


" END of the FIRST ACT, 
Sf g ACT 
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n. 
A ſnug thack-hot#ſe, befare the door 4 green; 
| h Hens on the mid. lig. ducks in the dubs are ſeen? 
On thil ſide ſtands 4 barn, on that a (yer 3 r 
| A peet-ſtack” joins, and forms a rural jquare, 
| The houſe is Glaug's,—— there you may, /ee lim leans 
-\ | And to his diveat-ſeat inuite his friend, | 
3K GLAUD and, SYMON. 
1 61 4v:dd 5 
Þ\ Ood-morrow: nibour Symon ;—come fit down, 
{ ' IJ and gi'es your cracks, — What's a' the news in town? 
1 hey tell me ye was in the ither day, — 
And ſald yout crummeck and her baſſen'd quey; 
I'll warrant ye've coſt a pound of cut and dy: 
Lug out you: box, and gi'es a pipe to try. 
Symon. With a' my heart ;—Anditent me now, auld boy, 
I've g ither'd news-will-kittle your heart with joy. 
I coudna teſt till 1 came o'er the burn, 
To tell you things bave:raken fic a turn, 
Will gar our vile opprefſors ſten d like fleas, 
And skulk in hidliags on the hetlier braces. * 
Gland. Fy blaw !— Ah Symricc rathng chiels near Rand 
To cleck and ſpread the groſſeſt lies aff hand; 
Whilk ſoon flies round like will-fire, far and near: 
But looſe your pock, be't true or falſe let's hear. 
Symon. Seeing's believing, Gland; and I've ſeen 
Hab, that abroad has with our. maſtef heen, 
Out brave good maſter, wha right wiſely fled, 
And left a fair eſt ate to fave bis head, 
Becauſe ye ken fou well. he bravely choſe. 
To ſtand his liege's friend w.th. great. Movrzest. 
Now CromwelPs gane to Nie; and ane cad Moxx. 
Has play'd the rumple a tight flee begunk, 
. 
/ 


N Gland 


Reftor'd King cHARNLE&; und ilke thing's, in tune; 
And Habby ſays we'll ſee Sir M ien ſoon. 
SANG VI. Cad Kale in Aberdten. 
Canld be the rebel. 'caf#, | 28 
Oppreſers laſe ahd ili; *© 
J bee we'll ſee them at the laft, 
Strang 4 p in a wood), 
Bleſt be he of worth and ſenſe, - 
And ever high in ftation, 
That bravely jtands in the defence 
Cf conſcience, ling, and nation, Glad, 


—— 


} : ; 
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— Sud That makes me blyth indeed: — gut dinna flaws 
rell 'er your news again! and (ſwear till't a', 
And ſaw ye Hab! And whit did Haberr ſay; 
They bave been Cen à duty time away, 
Nos God be tbink'd thit ou. liird's come hame, 
And hs eſtate fay, can he eithly. claim? 
© Symon, hey that hag raid us till our guts did grane; 
Like greedy baun, dare nae mait do't again; 
And good Sir Un ſhall enjoy his ain. 
Glaud. And may he ling; for never did he frent - 
Us, ia cur thiiving, with a racket rent. 
Nor grumbl'd if ane grow ricky or ſtor'd to raiſe 
Our mailins when we put on-Senday's chiths, 
Symon, Nor wad he lang, with. ſenſeleſs ſaucy air, 
Allow our lyatt noddles to be bare, 
fut on your bonnet. Symon;—take a ſeat— 
« How's all at h me? How's Fla? How does Pate? 
„Ho ſell's black cattle?-—What g'es woo this year? 
And fic lke kindly-quettions wad he ſpear. | 


SANG VI. Mucking of Geordy's byar.- 


The laird who in riches. and honour 
Wad thrive, ſpouli be kindly and Free, 

Nor rack the poor tenants whe labour 
Te vie «boon poverty: 

Elſe liie the pack-hor je hats unfother d, 
And burden'd will ramble dun faiat; 

' Thus virtue ly hardſbiy 4s ſmother d, 
Aud rackers aft tine their vent. 


Glaud. Then. wad be gar his butler bring bedeen, 
N The nappy bottle ben, and glaſſes clean: _ 
Wilk in our breaſt raiſed fic a biythſome flame, 
f As gatt me mony a time gae dancing hame. 
f My heait's cen rais'd !—Dear nibout, will ye ſtay,” 


And tak your dinner here with me the day? 
We'll ſeud for Elſpa toz—vnd upo' ſghe, 

In whiftle Pate and Roger frac the height, 

I'll yoke my fled, and ſend to the geiſt rown, 

And bring a'draught of ale baith ſtout and brows, 
$68 gat our cottars a', man, wife, and wean, 
*Drink till they tine they gate to Rand their lane, FF 
Symon. I wadna bank wy friend; his- blyth deſign, 
Git that it had ra firſt of a' been mine: 

Fot beet yeſtreen | brew'd a bow of maut, 

Yeſtceen 3 few tea weathers prime and fat? 

B 2 
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A furlet of good cakes my Flſpa beuk, 
And a large bam hings reeftiog in the nock. 
1 ſaw myſell, or ] came o'er the loan, 
Our meikle pot that fcalds the whey put on, 
A mutton bouk to boil ;—and ane we'll roaſt ; 
And oa the -haggies El{pa ſpares nue coſt. 
mall are they ſhorn, and che can m'x fou nice 
The gufiy ingans with a curn of ſpice. 
Fat are & puddings, —Heads and feet well ſung, 
And we've invited nibours suld and young, 
To paſs th's afternoon w th glee gnd vame; 
And drink our maſte;'s health and welcome hame. 
I manna theo refuſe to join the reſt, | 
Since ye're my neareſt friend that 1 like. beſt, 
Bring wi' ye «ill your family, and then 
Whene'et ye pleaſe VI! rant wi' ye again. 7 
Gland. Spoke like yourſell, auld birky; neve 
Fut at your banquer 1 ſhall firſt appear! 
Faith we (ball bend the bicker, and look bauld, 
Till we forget th.t we are tail'd or anid. 
Auld ſaid 11— rech I'm younger by a ſcore 
With your good news than what 1 was before. 
I'll dance or een! Hey, Mage, come forth, d'ye bear? 
Enter Madge, | — 

Madge. The man's gane gyte! Dear Symon, welcome here. 
What wad ye Glad, with a this haſte and din? 

Ye never let a, body (ir to ſpin. . 

Gland. Spin, ſouft;—Gae break your wheel and burn 
And fer the meikle peet- ſtack in a low, (your tow, 
Syne dance about the banefite till ye die, $ 
Since now again we'll ſoon Sir u i fee, © 

Madge, Blyth news indeed !—And wha has tald you o't? 

Claud. What's that to you? Ge get my Sunday's coat? 
Wale out the whiteſt of my bobit bands; 

My white skin hoſe and mittans for my hauds. 

Then, frae their waſding cry the bairns in haſte, 
And mak yeer ſells as trig, head, feet, and waſte; 
As ye were a“ to get young lads ere Cen; 
For we're gaun o'er to dine with yy» bedeen. . 

Symon. Do, honeſt Madge, — an d, Gland, Fl o'er the gate. 
Aud ſee that a' be done as 1 wad hat. E 


t fear, 


ACT n. SCENE. un. 


The open feld. — A cottage in 4 glen, © 
An, auld wife ſpinuing 


—— * 


at the ſunny end. —— 


——- 
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' . At 4 ſmall ditance, by a blaſted tree, 
With faul led arms, and half rai, d Lols ye ſets 


BAUTLoDor (i, lane, 


Ban y. What's this! —I canna beart't! Tis war than bell 
o be ſae burnt with love, yet datna tell? 
Peggy! ſweater than the dawning day, 
Swee:er than gowany gleas, or new maun hay: 
Blyther than lambs that frisk out o'er the knows, 
Straighter than, ought that in the foreſt grows, 

Her een the cleareſt blob of dew outſhines ; 

The lilly in her breaſt its beauty tines. 

Her legs, her arms, her checks, hes mouth, her een, 
Will be my dead, th.t will be ſhortly ſeen ! 

Fot Pate loves het, —waes me; and the looes Pate, 
And 1 with veps, by ſome unlucky: fate, 

Made a daft yow!—O but anc be a beaſt, 

That makes raſh aiths tit he's afore the prieſt. 

I dare na ſpeak my mind elſe 3“ the three, 

But doubt, wad prove ilk ane my enemy. | 
'Tis fare to thole —1'lV try: ſome witchcraft art, 
To break with ane, and win the other's heart, 
Here Many. lives, 'a witch, that for ſma* price, 
Can caſt her cantrips, and give me advice. 

She can o''eteaſt the night, and cloud the moon, 
And mak the deils obedient to her crune. 


Seven times does her jr yers backwar' ſay, 

Till Flo:cock comes with lumps of Laplind clay: 

Mixt with the venom of black raids ard ſaakes, | 
Of this vnſonſy pictures aft ſhe makes 11 g 
Of any ane ſhe bates :—and gets expire, 

With fiaw and recking pains afore a fires 4 
Stuck fou of prines, the devilich pictures melt, 

The pain by fowk the repreſent is (eb. 

And yonder's A ſe: Ay, ay the kens fou weil, 
When ane like me comes running to the deil. 

She and her cat fits beaking in her yard, x 
To ſpeak my errand, faith amaiſt-1'm tear'd; 

Rut I maun do't, tho? 1 odd never tie, 


1 At midnight hours, o'er the kirk yards the raves, 

„ And howks unchiiften'd weans out of her graves ;. 
* Boils up their livers in a watlock's pow, 

3 In rins witherſhins about the hemlock low; 


They gallop faſt that deils and laſſes drive, Fx. 

f 7 'B . 

_ | 3 ACT 
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When Wanie-windei'd a' night thro» the ſhaw, 
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- ACT I. SCENE iu. 


AH green lil yard, a litile font, 
Where water popland ſprings, 
There ſits a wih with wrinkle ut, 
And yet ſhe ſpins and fing. | 
SAN G IX. Caile and the King come. 
Mauſe, Peggy, now the King's come, 
Peggy, now the king's come, 
Thon may dance and I ſhall ſug, . 
Peggy, ſince the King's come: 
Nate mair the hauses ſhall thou mil, 
But change thy pl. iding coat for ſilk, 
New, Feygy, ſince the King's ceme, 


— ſ— 


Enter Bauldy. 


Bauldy, How does auld honeſt lucky o' the glen? 
Ye look baith hale and fete at three ſcote ten. 

Mauſe. E'en twining out a thread with liule din, 
And beeking my cauld lims afore the ſyn. 
What brings my bairn this g te ſac air at morn ? 
Is there nae muck to lead ?—to threſh nae corn? 

Bauldy, Enough of baith :—But ſomething that requires 
Your helping band, imploys now al my cares. 

Mauſe. My h:Iping hend, alake! what can 1 do, 
That undeinesth betrh cild and poorith bow: 

Baulay. 2. y. but you're wite, and Wiler far than we, - 
Ot maiſt part of the pariſh tells a lie. ö 

Mauſe. Of what kind wiſdom think ye I'm poſſeſt, 


That lifts my chatacter aboon the feſt. | 
Bauldy, The word that gangs, how ye're ſac wiſe and fell, 


ſe'll way be tak it ill gif 1 1oud tell, 
Mauſe. What fouk ſays of me, Pa»ldy, let me hear; 


| Keep naithing up, ye nsitching have to fear, 


Bauldy. Weil, fince ye bid me, I ſhall tell you 4 
Th.t ilk ane talks about ye, but .z flaw, 
u hen laſt he wind made Gad a rooflieſs barn; 
When laſt the burn bore dowa my mothet's van; 
When Brau elf mot never mair came hame; 


When Tibh kimn'd, and theie nae butte: came; 


When 8% Freerock's chuffy checked wean 
To à faiy turn'd, and cudna ſtand its lane; 


4+ "4 5. 

aud rint himſel amaiſt amang the ſnaw; . "8 

When Mungo s mae ſtood ſtill and (wat with ſrigh!, k 
When he brought EA, the howdy under night; _ 
_— * 5 k *V 


— 


AQUI 


Lhen ! 
od 54 


ou L. 
ud il 
And @: 


Fot m 
ut w] 


Tou V 


2 n. A 1. The GENTLE SHEPHERD. 19 


«ll, 


When Bawſy ſhot to dead upon the green, 
ad Sara tint a ſnood was nae mair ſeen: 
ou Lucky, gat the weight of a' fell out, 
nd ilka ane here d:eads you round about. 
And ſae they may hat mint to do ye $ka'th, 
Fot me to * ve, I'll be veiy lñaith: 
nut when 1 neiſt make groats, Vil ftrive to pleaſe 
you wth a furlet of them mixt with peaſe. 
Mauſc. 1 thank you lad—now tell me your demand, 
And, if 1 can, Vil lend my helping hand. 
BAL Then 1-like Peggy, — Neps is fond of me 
P.gey likes Pate—and Pate bauld and flee, 
® And 100s ſweet Mrg: But Neps 1 downa ſee— 
Could ye turn Patie's love to Neps, and than, 


P. ggys to me.—I'll be the happieſt man, 


Mauſe, I'll tiy my art to ga: the bouls row tight, 
+ Sac gang your ways and come again at night, 


1 »Gainſt chat time Il ſome ſample things Piepare, 
Worth a' your peaſe and goats, take ye nae care, 


> Bauldy. Well, Mauſe, Vil come, gif I the road can find; 
But if ye talſe the deil, hel} jaiſe the wind, 


© Syne tain and thunder, may be, when dis late, 


Will mak the night ſae mirk ll tine the gate, 
We're a' to rant at Symons at a feaſt, - 
* O wil! ye come like badrans, for a jeſt? 


Aud there ye can our different havioyrs ſpys 
Theie's nase ſhall ken o't there but you and 1. 


Mauſe. "Tis like 1 may,—but let na on what paſt 
*Twcen you and me, elſe tear a kittle caſt, 
Bauldy, It 1 ought of your ſecrets e'et advance, 


May ye ride on me ilka night to France, Exit Bauldy, 


Hard luck, alake! when poverty and eild, 
Weeds out of fashion, and a lanely beild, 
With a ſma' caſt of wiles, ſhould in à twitch, 
Gie aue the hatefu' name, A wrinldid witch, 
This fool imagines, as do many fic, 
That I'm a witch in campa@ w th A Nicks 
Becauſe by education 1 was taught, 
To ſpeak- aud, ad aboon their common thought. 
Their groſs miſtake ſhall quickly now appear, 
Soon ij ail they ken what bought, what keeps me here, 
None ken'ſt but me; and if the morn we:e come, 


4 !! tell chem tales will gar them à ing dumb. 
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- ACT H. $CENE lv. 


Betind a tree upon the plain 
Patie, and li: Peggy meer; 

In love wuftthout a ut 2g ſtrain, 

The bonny laſs and chea i ſwain 
Change ugws and kiſſes ſweet, 


PATTIE and PEGG r, 


Peggy. O Pa ie let me gang, I mauna ſtay, 

We're baith ciy'd hame, and Jeum ſh:'s away. 

Patie, I'm laith to pait ſae ſoon ; now we're alane, 
And Reger he's awa with Fenny gane ; 

They're as content, fer. ought 1 heat or ſee, 

To bc alane themſelves, 1 judge as we. 

Here where ptimtoſes thickeſt paint the green, 

Hard by this little burnie let's lean, , 

Bark how the lav'rocks chant aboon our heads, 

How faſt the weſtlin winds ſocth through the reeds, 
Peggy. The ſcented meadows,--birdz--and healthy breeze, 

For ought 1 ken may mair than P.ggy pleaſe, 
Pa ie. Ye Wiang me fair to doubt my being kind: 

In ſpeaking ſac ye ca' me dull and blind: 

Gif 1 cou'd fancy onght ſac ſweet or fair, 

As my dear Megg, or worthy of my care. 

Thy breath is ſwegget than the ſweeteſt brier; _ 

Thy. cheek and breaſt the fineſt lowers appear; 

Thy words excel the maiſt delightfu' notes, 

That warble through the merl or mavis' throate, 

With thee I tent nae flowers that busk the ficld, 

Or ripeſt berries that our mountains yield. 

The ſweeteſt fruits that hing upon the ttee, 

Are far inferior to a Kiſs of thee, "= 
Peggy. But Pat, ick for ſome wickei end may fleach; 

And lambs ſhould tremble when the foxes preach, 

1 da na ſtay—ye joker let me gang, | 

Anithet laſs may gar ye change your ſang, | 

Your thoughts may flit, and 1 may th le the wrang, 
Patie. Sooner a mother ſhall her Kindneſs drap, 

And wrang. the bairn fits ſmiling on her lap; 

The ſun mall change the moon to change ſhall ceaſe, 

The gaits to climb—the ſheep to yicld the fleece: 

Ere ought by me be either ſaid or done,. 

Shall skaith our love, I ſwear by a aboon, | 
Perry. Then keep your aith.—But mony lads will ſwear, 

And be-manſworn to. wa in half a year, | 

8 Now 
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Now 1 believe ye like me wonder wee! ; 
But if a fairer face. your heart mould feel 
2 Your” Meg, forſaken. bootleſs might relate, 
3 How ite was dauted aue by faithleſs Pate. 
Parte, I'm ſure J canna change, ye needna fear, 
Though we're but yourg, I've lov's you mony a year, 
I mind it weel, when thou could'ſt hardly gang, 
Or liſp out words, I chooſe ye trac the thrang 
Of a' the bairas, and led thee by th- hand, 
A't to the tagſy know., or raſhy-Frand, 
Thou ſmiling by my fide—1' took 4elyte 
To pou the ame green, with roots ae white, 
Of which, as well as my young fancy could, 1 
or thee I plet the flawity be't and ſnovd; 
P. gg. When firſt thou gade with ſhepherds to the kill, 
And | to milk the ewes firft-try'd my kill; 
To beat a leglen was nae toil to me, (K 
When at th: bught at e'en I met with thee. 
Pai. When corns grew yellow, and the hether-bells - 
#E1oom'd bonny-on the moor and ug fell; 
„ „Nac birns, or briers, ot whins cet troubled me, 
if I conld find blac-berries ripe for thee 
Peggy. When thou didſt wreſtle, tun, or put the ane, 
And wan the day, my hart was flaiterting fain: 
t all thoſe ſpoits thou gaveſt joy to me; 
Fot nane can wieſt'e, run, ot put with thee. 
* Potie. fen fings (aft the Broow ef Cowdenknow: 5 
nd Roſie lilts ſweetly the Milkng of the ewes 3 + 
There's nanc li ke Nancy, Fenny Neil fings, th 
t turns in M:ggy Lawder, Marion dings: 
ut when my Peegy ſings with ſweeter skill, 
he Beatman or the Leſs of Past, mill, 
It is a thouſand times mair ſweet to-me : 
ho' they ſung web, they canna ſing like thee. 


P.g y. How eith can lafles trou what they deſire; p 
Aud toos'd by them we love, blaws up the fire: | 1 
ut wha loves beft, let time and carriage tiy ; 
N ze conſtant, and my love ſhall time dex. 
| ze ſtill as now, and all my cares ſhall * | 


How to contrive what plealant is for the. 
foregoing with à ſmall variation, was ſung at the 
| acting as follows. 
SANG X. The yellow hair'd laddie. 
Peggy. When firſt my dear laddie, gaed te the green hill, 


2 14, And 4 @t. ewe: milking firſt o my young All, T * 
” y 0 


9 * 
% 
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Te bear the .mili-bowie nac toil was to me, 
When I at ide bugbting forgatber'd with thee, | 
Patie. When corn- rigs ward yellow, and blew heather bells 
Bloom'd. bonny on moorland and. ſweet rifing fells, 
Nae birnsy. bier, or brechen, gave tromble to me, 
I found the bernes right vipen'd for thee. 
Teggy. When thow ran, or wretled. or. purted. the flane, 
And. came % the wittor, my beart was a fain: 
Ty ia ſport many, gave plea ure to me; 
For none can pa, wrevle, or run (ſwift as thee, 
Tatie. Our Jen ngs |afr/y we Comden Broom Know 
And. Ro 20 [willy ave. Milking. the Ewes 5 
There's feu Jenny Neule's ki: Nancy can ſing, 
Ai Thrawithe Wood Laddie, ge ſa gars 016% lags ring 
' But when my dear reggy fag with better 111, 
The Boatm n, Iweesüde. or % Laſs of the Mills 
"Tis many imer ſweeter, and pleaſing to me; 
For the" thy ſing nicely, - they cannoc Big thee, 7 
Peggy» How ea;y can laſſes trau what they deſire ; XZ Bo 
And praiſes fas kindly qnereaſer love's fires » |: 
Give me fill i, pleaſure, my ue ſhall te 4 
„ make..my/olf batter 24ud Juwveater for bie. 5 
Pan. Wert hou a g glet gawky Vk- the" lare, 
That little bettet than our nowt behave: Fw. 
At nought they'll ferly—ſenſeleſs tales believe; 
Be blyta for ally hg ts, for tifles grieve :— 
Sic uc'e could win ; x heart, that Kenna bow 
Either to keep a prize, ar yet prove true. 
\ But thou in bettet ſenſe without a flaw, 
U As in thy beauty fat excels them 4. by 
4 Continue kind, ad a' my care ſhall * 
How to con:rive hes pleaſing is for t 
2 Peggy. agreed but hearken, yon's auld aunty's en N 
KB I ken they'll wonder what can make us ſtay. ; 
" | Paue. And let them ferly—now a kindly kiſs, 


* 


Or five ſcore ** anes wad not be amiſs; | | 
And ſyne we? ll: ng the fanz with, ove acl 1 | 
That [ made up laſt "night on you and Ka 


Peggy. Sing Hrſt, ſyne Aer hice, — 8 12 | 


RE HL tho. agree, * 4 
| fl "$AR0 0. ©. a 
By the deliviews warmueſe of thy mo 
And rowing eyes thas jmiling tells the uu, 2 
1 gueſt, 1m) taste, bet ar well as ., 1˙ 


* Len're made Jr love, and why ſbonld 97% deny. 
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"Peg2y." But ken ye. lad, gif we confe's o'er ſoony 
| Te think ws cheay, and ſyne the weoding's' dne? 
1% The maiden that ver quickly tines her pamey 
_— Like unripe Fruit will-rafte but hard and ſotubr;! : 
ratie. But gin they ing oer ang upon! the tree ; 
Their ſweerntſs they may ine, and ſue may ye 3 
Reed checked. you compleatly, ripe. ae i 1 
2 And I have thePd und use d a lors bolf-years 
| Peggy falls into Pati“ arms: 
** Then dinna pou me, gimly thus I fa“ * 
o Into my Patie's arms for gad and 4 
3 3 But Hat %% ulis, 1 hi, kind embrace, 
"gs Ad mint na. farther KH" t get the gr 5” 
ring Pa ie, wich bis ſeft hand about Her waiſt, * 
il, o qhirnithg” armut: bente je kate, a , 
Mil! Fil kifs my treaſure all the live. lang "days p : 
— 70 n ght PU dreamt my ke o'er again, | 
Hr har toy come that yl Be a My ain. 
Both. an gaifep down the weſtltn Skles, * 
* Gan? ſo-n te bet dn g, viſe; 
0 ah your feet, poſt , a 
And *Lafte abo ur or brida un, 1 
I JH Ant if ye re Ui, at fi whe L , 
oP „ Sleep fit je" l, 4 debt that nights 


END' of the SECOND" ACT. 
$37 k$0b B& GIF 4K S . 
„ e „„ 


's cr7 7 Now turn your ee, beyond yen Ip , lyme, | | 
f And ent d men whoſe bead ſeems beach d with times 

An eiu Ad, fills „i, han „ las balit means : 

Nat desi ye | think he has a pedlar; been: 

But whiſt! it is the Knight in na/querade, 

Tat come. hid n this cloud to ſee hit Lad. 

obe low plead the Tognl- ſtrer inbers * 

Trou hie ul ne aw dibightfw graves. 


24 * 4 

Sir W 11 L 14 M folus.... 
; x genileman thus Md in low diſguiſe, | 
] Pl for a ſpaterunkuown delight mine eyes, 


* * 
9 4 3 © 


* 
o 
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With a fu'l view of every fertile plain, 

Which once I loſt—which now are mine again, 

Yet midſt my joys ſome ptoſpedts paia renew, | 
Whilſt I my once fait ſear in ruins view. * 1} 
Yonder, ah me! it deſolately ſt ands | | 
Without a roof, the gates faln frac their bands; 
The caſements all broke down, no chimney left, 
The naked walls of Tap'firy all bereft. ' 
My ſtables and pavilions, broken walls! 

That with each. rainy blaſt decaying falls. 

My gardens once adorn'd, the moſt compleat, 
With all that nature, all that att makes ſweet: | 
Where round the figui'd green and peeble walks, All, 
The dewy flowers hung nodding on their ſtalks: My 
But overgrown With netiles, docks, and briet, , _. © 

No hiacinths or eglintines appear: 


How do theſe ample walls to ruin yield, 0 4 
Where peach and nect'iine branches ae did bield, * 
And bak 'd in rays which early did produce } 
Fruit fair to view, delightful in the uſe? 6 
All Hund in gaps, the moſt in rabbit ly, 8 ; 
And from what ſtands the withered branches fly. 4 

Theſe ſoon ſtall be repair'd : — ad now; my. joy, 
Forbids all grief,—when I'm ta ſee my boy. % 
My only prop, and object of my care, X * 
since heaven too ſoon call'd home his mother fair, f 
Him, ere the rays of teaſon cleat'd his chough'e, 
1 ſecretly to faithful Symon brought, 
And charg'd him ftrialy to conceal-kis birth, 
Till we ſhould ſee what chauging rimes brought forth. 
Hid from himſelf he ſtarts up by the dawn, | 
And ranges careleſs Ger the height and lawn, 
After his Reecy charge, ſerenel 8%. ... 
Wich other ſhepherds whifiling oe. ihe day. 
Thrice happy life, that's from ambition tree, 
Remov'd from crowns and courts, how chearfully 
A quiet contented mortal fpends his time, 
In hearty health, his ſoul unſtain'd with crime! | 
O01 ſung as follows. SANG XII, Happy clown. 
. Hid from himſelf naw by te "dawn, 

He flats a, fre as r.ſes blown, 
And ranges ger the hights and lawn, 

After hus beating feel, 
Healthf.. I, and. innocently „ 
He chant, and whiſfths ous the daß, 


8 *O1-: 1-4 | 
Dran 


—— - 
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Untaught to ſmile, and then betray, 
| Lie conrily weathercocks. 
Life happy, from ambition free, 
- Ent y and ule hypoeriſie, 
SS where truth and live with joy agrees 
Unſullyd with @ crime 
y Unmyd wih whet diſturbs the great, 
Fe In proping of their pride and fals, 
vi He lives, and unaſraid of fate, 
: Con'ented ſpends his time, 
Now towards good Symen's houſe Il bend my way, 
And ſee what makes yon gamboling To-day 
All on the green, in a fair wanton ting 
+> My yeuthfu* tenants gayly dance and fing. Exit, 


AQ III. SCENE II. 


1 N Symon's houſe, pliaſe te ſtep in, 
5 And wiſſy't round and round, 

ok There's nought ſuper flifu: te give pain, 
| 1 Or coſtly to be found. 

— 


Tet all is clean: @ clear peat-ingle 
Glance amidft the Floor: Wh 
The green horn ſpoons, beech-l»ggies mingle 


8 On Skelfs fore ag ainſt the doors 
7 While the y-ung brood ſport on the green, 
The auld antes think it beſt, 4 


With the brown cow te clear their een, | 4 
Snuff, crack, and tak their reſt, 


SYMON, GLAUD, and ELSPA. 


2 Glaud. We anes were young ourſels—1 like to ſee 
The bairns bob round other mertilie. 
* Treth, Symon, Patie's grown a ſtrapan lad, 3 
And bettet looks than his I never had. 
> Amang our lads he bears the gree awa', 
And tells his tale the clivereſt of them 2“. 
Elba. Poor man!—he's a great comfort to us bait, 
God mak him good, and bide him ay frac 6kaith, 
4 7 He is a bairn, Il] ſay't, well worth our care, 
That gae us ne'et vexation late ot ait. 
Sad. 1 trow, goodwife, if I be not miſtane, 
” He ſeems to be with P:ggy's beauty tane; 
+ And troth my niece is a light dainty wean, 
As ye well ken; a bonier needua be, 
Nor better be't ſhe were nae kin to me. 
taug is —- dy 


. 
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Symon, Ha, Glaud ! 1 doubt that ne'er will be a match; 
My Patie”s wild, and will be ill to catch; 
And or he were, for realons I'll no tell, 
1'd rather be mixt with the mools myſell. 
Glaud. What reaſon can ye have? There's naue I'm ſure, 
Unleſs ye may caſt up that ſhe's but poor; 
But gif the leſſie marry to my mind, 
ul be to her as my ain enn) kind: 
Fourſcore of breeding ewes of my ain birn, 
Five ky that ay at milking fills a kirn, 
I'll gie to Pegry that day ſhe's a bride; 
By and attour, if my good luck abide, 
Ten lambs at ſpaining time, as lang's I live, 
And tua quey cawfs, III yearly to, them give. 
Elſpa, Ye offer fair, kind G/i, but dizna ſpeer, 
What may be is not fit ye yet ſhould hear. 
Symon. Or this day aught days, likely ye ſhall learn, 
That our denisl does na flight your bairn. 
Gland. Well nae mair o't—come gie's the other bend, 
We'll drink their healths whatever way it end. 
(Their healths Bae round) 
Symon. But will ye tell me,Glaud—by ſome tis ſaid, 
Your niece is but a feundling, that was laid 
Down at your Hallon-fgde, ae morn in Mc 7, 
Kieht clean row'd up, and bedded on dry hay. 
Glaud. That clatteran Madge, my titty, tells fic flaws, 
Whene'er our Meg her canker'd humour gaws. 
q Ener JENNY, 
Jenny. O Father, there's an auld man on the green, 
The felleſt fortune-teller e' et was ſeen ; ; 
He tents our loofs, and ſyne whops out a book, 
Turns o'er the leaves and gie's our brows a look: 
Syne tells the oddeſt tales that e'er ye heard, 
His head is grey, and lang and grey his beard. 
ymon. Gae bring him in, we'll hear what he can ſay, 
Nane ſhall gang hungry by my houſe To day. 
Extt Jenny, 
But for his telling fortunes, troth 1 fear, 
He kens nae mair ef that than my grey mare. 
Claud. Spaem an! The truth of a* their ſaws I doubt: 
For greater liars never ran thereour, 


Jenny returns, bringing Sir William ; with them Patie. 


Symon. Y our welcome, honeſt carle—here tak a ſcar. 


Sir Wm I give ye thanks, goodman, I'ſe no be blate, . 


Glaud drinks. ; 
Sand, Come. t'ye fliead— ho far came ye the day? 
Sir Wrm, I pledge ye, nibour, e' en but a little way, 


Rouſted 


a Wd 


l 5 * d 8 Bu ; ky * 
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Rouſted wich eild, a wie piece gate ſeems lang, 
Twa miles or three's the maiſt that I dow gang. 

Symon. Ye're welcome here to ftay all night wi' me, 
And tak fic bed and board as we can fie. 

Sir, Wm. That's kind unſought.— well gin ye have a baitn 
That ye like weel, and wad his fortune learn, 
] ſhall employ the fartheſt of my skill, 
To ſpae it faithfully, be't geod or ill. 


Symon pointing te P atie. 
Symos. Only this lad, aluke ! I hae nae mae, 

Either to make me joyful now or wae, ( ſneer? 
Sir Wm. Young man lets ſee your hand — What gars you 
Patie. Becauſe your Skill's but little worth, 1 fear. 

4 Sir Wm. Ye cut before the point; but, billy, bidez 

V1! wager there's a mouſe-mark on your fide, 
El/pa. Beſeech ns to !-—and well a wat that's true; 


Four inch aneath his oxter is the mark, 
Scarce ever ſeen fince he firſt wore a (ark. | 
Sir Wm. I'll tell ye mair, if this young lad be ſpar'd 
But a ſhort while, he'll be a bra” rich laird. 
Flſpa, A laird !—hear ye, goodman — hat think ye now. 
Symon. I dinna ken! ſtrange auld man, what art thou 
Fair fa' your heart——"tis good to bode of wealth; 
Come turn the timber to laizd Pati- s health. 


Patie's health gaes round, 


Patie, A laird of twa good whiſtles and a kent, 
Tus cuts my truſty tenants on the beat, 
Is a' my great eſtate, —and like to be, 
Sac cunning carle, ne'er break yonr jokes on me. 
$1w0n. Chiſht Pati-;z—ler the man look o'er your hand; 
Aſt times as broken a ſhip has come to land. 


Sir Wm, looks a little at Patic's hand, then counter. 
falling. into a trance, while they end:avenr to lay lin righs 
Elſpa. Pieſerve's !—the man's a warlock, or poſſeſt 
With ſome nae good, —or ſecond fight at leaſt, 
Where is he new? rr nn n—_ 
Glaud. He's ſeeing a' that's done, 
In ilka place, beneath or yont the moon. 
Elſpa. Theſe ſecond-ſighted fowk, his peace be here 
See things far off, and things to come, as clear 
As I can ſee my Thumb. ——-Wow can he tell, 
( Speer at him, ſoon as he comes to himſel) 
How ſoon we'll ſee Sir Wilkam? Which, he heaves, 
And ſpeaks out broken words, like ane that taves. 
| \, "WS Symon 


4 Awa', awa'! the Deel's o'er grit wi” you. 
1 
9 


* 
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Symon, He'll grow better, —El/pa, haſte ye gae 
And fill him up à taſs of uſquebae, 


Sit William ſtarts up and ſpeaks, 


A knight that for a LION fought J 
Againſt a herd of bear: 
Was to long time and tronbl. brought, 
In which ſome thouſand ſhares 2 
But now again the LI O N rarer, 
A ſpreads ver the plain, 
The L ION has defi at the bears, 
The knight returns a;ain, 
Tl. at light in a few dars will bring 
A ſhepherd fra: the fauld, 
And ſoall preſent him te his kings 
A ſubiett true and banld, 
He Mr. PATRICK all be call 4. 
All you that hear me now, 
May well believe what I have :8xld, 
For it ſhall happen ti we. 


Sen. Friend, may your ſpacing happen ſoon and veel: 
But, Faith, I'm redd you've bargain'd with the Deel, 
To tell ſome tales that Fowks wad ſecret keep; 

Or do you get them tauld you in your Cee? 

Sir Wm. Howe'er I get them ne'cr faſh your beard, 
Nor come I to read ſottuses for tes atd: a 
But 1']! lay ten te ane i' any hers, 

That all I propheſy ell ſoon vppear. 

Symon, Tes propheſying ee kr arc odd kind men! 
They 'te here that kee, and here that diſna ken, 

The simpled mcaning of your vnco tale, 
Whilk ſoon will makes « noiſe o'er hill and dale. 

Gland. Tie nat ſme' Spert to ſce how Sym believes, 
And raks for goſpel what rhe (pacman give, 

Of flewing fortunes, whilk he evens to Pace: 
ut what we vid ve or at apy rate. 
Sir Wm. Whiſht, doubrfu' caile, for e'et the fun 
Has driven wice down te the ſea, 
What I have ſaid, ye ſhall ſee done 
In part, or nac mair credit me. 

Glaud. Well, be't ſae, friend, 1 (hall ſay naithipg mair; 

But 1 hay, Ma ſonſy laſſes young and fair, 
Plump- ripe for men + I wiſh you could forſee 
Sic ifartunes for them might bring joy to me. 

Sr Wm. Nae mair through ſecrets can I fift, 

Till daikacſs black the beat, 


I have 


& II 


II. 
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I have but anes a day that gift; 
Sac teſt a while content. 
nen. EI ha, caſt on the claith, fetch but ſome meat, 


* And of your beſt gar this avid ſtranget eat. 


-— oo Þ 


Sir Wm. Delay a while your hoſpitable care, 
d rather enjoy this evening calm and fair, 
round yon tuin'd tow'r, to ferch a walk, 


With you, kind friend, te have ſome private talk. 


Semen. Soon as you pleaſe, il anſwer your defire,- 

nd, Gla4d, you't! t:k your pipe beſide the fire 3 | 
c' but gae round the place, and ſoon be back, 

yne ſup together, and tak our pint and crack. 

Glaud. Fil out a while, and ſee the young anes p lay, 

heart's ill light, albe t my locks ate grey. 
| Exovont. 


ACT III. SCENE III. 


Jenny pretend, an errand bames 
Toung Roger dreps the veſt, 
To wier out bis melting ame, 
* And throw his laſſie's breaſt. 
Belind @ buſh, well bid fra: fight they meet, 
See Jenny's lag,, Roger's lie te greet. 
Poor ſhepherd! 
RoGrk N T xENNY. 
gr. Dear Fenn, I wad ſpeak ye, wad ye let, 
nd yer I ergh, ye're ay fac ſcorntu' ler, 
Fenny. And what wad Neger ſay, if he cou'd ſpeak; 
m I oblig'd to gueſs what ye"e to ſeck ? 
Roger. Yes, ye may gueſs right eith for what 1 greeny 
Faith by mv ſervice, fighs, and langing een; 
And I maun out wi't, tho” I risk your icorn, 
Yee nevei frac my thoughts bai h een and morn, 
Ah! cou'd I loe ye leſs, Fd bappy be, A 
{But happier tar. cou'd ye but fancy me. 
Tenn. And wha kens, honeſt lad, but that I may} 
Ie canna ſay that cer I faid ye nae. 
er. Alake! my frighted heart begins to fail, r 
Whene'er I mint to tell ye out my tale, 
FF or tear ſome tighter lad, mair rich than T 
Has won your love, and near your heart may lie. 
Z Jenny. L love my father. couſin M I love, 7 
But to this day nae man my heart cou'd move; 
Except my kin, ilk aa's alike to me, 


And frac ye @ I beſt had Tn. iice, 
F 


4 


- — 
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Reger. Hos lang, dear Fenuy ſay na that again 
What pleaſure can ye tak in giving pain ) 
I'm glad however that ye yet ſtand free; . 
Wha kens but you may rue and pity me? 11 

Jenny” Ye have my pity elſe, to ſee yeu ſet | 
On that whilk mak, our ſweetneſs ſoon forget. 

Wow ! butwe're bonny, good, and every thing! ' i 
How fwcet we breathe, whene'er we kiſs or ing! 
But we're vac ſooner fools to give conſent, 

Than we our daffin and tint power repent : 

When priſon'd in four waws, a wife right tame, 
Altho' the firſt, the greateſt drudge at hame. 

Roger. That only happens, when for ſake of gear, 

Ane wales a wife as he wou'd buy a mare: 

Or when dull parents bairns together bind 

Of different tempers that can neer prove kind, 

But love, true downright love, engages me, 

(Tho' thou ſhou'd corn) ſtill to delyte in thee. . 

Fenny. What ſugat'd words frae wooers lips can ſa', 4 
But girning marciage comes and ends them a' 

I've ſeen with ſhining fair the morning riſe, 
And ſoon the fleety clouds mitk a' the skies: bf 
I've ſeen the filver ſpring a while rin clear, 
And ſoon in mofly puddles diſappear: 

The bridegreom may rejoice, the bride may ſmile, 

But ſoon contentions a' their joys beguile. > 

Reger. Tee ſeen the morning riſe wich faireſt light, 
The day unclouded fink in calmeſt night: J 

Y 
3 
: 


I've ſeen the ſpring rin wimpling thro' the plain, : 
Incre-* and join the ocean, without ſain : | 
The vridegroom may be blythe, the bride may ſe, / 
Rejoice thio' lite, and 4“ your fears beguile. * 
Fennye Were I but ſure you lang wou'd love maintain 
The feweſt words my * heart cou'd gain; 4 
For I maun awn, ſince now at laſt you're free, 
Altho' I jok'd, I lov'd your company. 
And ever had a waimicis in my breaſt, 
That made yon dearer to me than the reſt. 4 
Reger. I'm happy now! o'er happy! had my head! - 
This Guſh of pleatute's Ike ro be my dead. ' 
Come te my aims! or ſtrike me! I'm a fir'd 
With wondering love! let's kiſs till we be tit d. 
Kiſs, kiſs! we'll Kiſs the ſun and ftars away, 
And feily at the quick return ef day g 
O Jen! let my aims about thee twine, : 


And briſs thy bouny breaſt and lips to mine. y 


4 


\ 


t 


gain 


*. 
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Which may be ſang as follows: SANG XIII. Ce- uind. 
Jenny. Were I aſſur'd you? ll conflant prove, 
Tow ſhould nae mair main, 
The eaſy maid, leſet with lo e, 
Few words will quickly gain: 
For J. maſt own, now ſince you're free, 
Hi, too fond heart of mine 
Has long, a Hacks ſole true to thee, 
Wiſh'd to le pair'd wth thine. 
Roger. Im bappy now, ah! le: my head, 
Upon thy breaſt reel ine; 
The pleaſure /iriie; me near- hand dead, 
I, Jenny the, /ae kind! 
let me li, thee te my heart, 
And round my arms entwine : 
Delig ' thougor, well never part, 
Come preſs thy mouth te mise. 
Jenny. With equal joy my ſafter heart gives ways 
To on thy well-tiy'd love has won the day. 
Now by theſe war mefi kiſſes thou baſt tane, 
Swear thus to love me, when by vows made ane. 
Foger. 1 ſwear by fifry thouſand yer to come, 
Or may the fiiſt ane ftiike me deaf and dumb; 
There ſhall not be a kindliet dawted wife, 
If you agree wi” me to lead your life. 
Jenny. Well, 1 agree——neift to my parent gae, 
Ge: his cenſent,—he'Il hardly ſay you nay, 
Ye have what will commend you to him weel, 
Auld folk like them that w#nt na milk and meal, 
SANG XIV. or Bogie, 
Well, 1 agree. vere ſure f me; 
Next ts my father gae. 
Make im con ent to give conſent, 
I ell hardly {ay you nue; 
For you rave what he wad be at, 
And will commend you weel. 
Since Pa ents auld think love £70wy cauld, 
Where bai ns want mil: and meal. 
Shou d he deny. I care na by, 
Fe'd contrali in vain, 
Tie" & ny in hai (41 and ſworn, 
B it 39 1 1e nane, 
Then never unge, nor lea n to change, 
Li. e riicſe in ig degree : 
And if” you prove fat. ful in line, 
Tow'll find nae ja.ls in we, 
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Roger. My Faulds contain twice fifteen forrow not. 
As many newcal in my byers rowt 
Five packs of woo? I can at Lemma; ſell, 
Shorn frac my bob-tail'd bleeters on the fell, 
Good twenty pair of blankets for our bed, 
With meikle care my thrifty mither made, 
Il thing that makes a harrſome houſe and tight, 
Was ſtill her care, my farber*s great delight. 
They left me a', which now gi's joy to me, 
Becauſe 1 can give a', my dear, to thee. 
And had I fifty times as meikle mair, 
Nane but my Jui ſhould the ſamen skair. 
My love and a“ is yours; now had them faſt; 
And guide them as ye like to gar them laſt, 

Jenny, 1'11 do my beft—but fee wha comes this way, 
Patie and Peg, —beſides I maunna ſtay; 
Let's teal trac itber now, and meet the morn, 
If we be ſeen, well 2 a deal of ſcorn. 

ger. To where the ſaugh tree ſhades the mennin- | 

PE the hill come down when day grows — pool, | 
Keep tryſt, and meet me there; there let us meet, 
To kiſs and tell our love——there's naught ſac ſweet. 


ACT IL SCENE Iy, 


This ſcene preſents the | night and Sym, 
Within tie gallery of the late, 

Where all load ruin us and grim, 
Nor has the baron Hou 11 ce 5 

But joking with the ſhepherd leel, 
Ajt ters the gate he en, fen week, 

Sir WILLIAM ad SYMON. 


Sir Wm, To whom belongs this houſe ſo much desay'd? 
Symon. To ane that loſt it, lending generous aid, 

To bear the head up, when rebellious tail 

Againſt the laws of nature did ptevaik. 

Sir William Worthy is our maſter's name, 

Wha fills us a* with joy, now he's come hame, 


(Sir William dra»s his maiked beard, 
Symon tras ported ſees 

The welcome inight with fond regard, 
And graſp; him round tie knees.) 


My maſter! my dear maſter! do 1 braethe! 
To ſee him healthy, ftrong, and free trac skaith! 
Return'd to cheat his wiſhing tenant's fight, 
To bieſs his ſon, my charge, the world's delight, 


ö 
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Sir Wm. Riſe, faithful Symon, in my arms enjoy 
place, thy due, kind guardian of my boy : 
came to view thy care in this diſguiſe, 
nd am confirm'd thy conduct has been wiſe z 
ince ſtill the ſecret thou'ſt ſecurely ſeal'd, 
nd ne'er to him his real birth teveal'd. 
Symon The due Obedience to your ſtri command 
Was the firſt lock; neiſt my ain judgment: fand 
Put reaſons plenty: fince without eſtate 
youth, tho" ſprung frac kings, looks bough andblate, 
Sir Wm. Ard aften vain and idly ſpend their time, 
ill grown unfit for action, paſt their prime, 
ang on their friends—which gi*es their ſauls a caft, 
And turns them downright beggars at the laſt. 
S men. Now, sell | wat fir, ye have ſpeken true. 
Por there's laird Kaiie's ſon, that's loe'd by few 
Lis father fteght his fortune in his wame, 
„ And left his heir nonght but a gentle name: 
Me gangs about ſornan frac place to place, 
Ms ſcrimp of manners us of ſenſe and grace: 
Pppreſſing all, as puniſhment of their n, 
hat are within his tenth degree of kin; 
ins in ilk tradei's debt, wha's ſae unjuſt, 
To his zn fam. ly, as to give him truſt, 
Si» Wm. Such uſeleſs bianches of a co@monnealth, 
hould be lopt off, to give a ſtate mair health; 
nworthy bare refletion Symon, tun 
Der all your obſervations on my ſon: * 
parent's fond ugs eaſily finds excuſe; 
But do not »ith i dulgence truth abuſe. 
Symon, To ſpeak his praiſe the langeſt ſummer day 
ad be o'er ſhort, —cou'd I them right diſplay. — 
n word or deed he can ſac well behave, 
rhat out of fight he runs before the lave: 
nd when there's e'et a quarrel or conteſt, 
airic.'s made judge to tell wha's cauſe is beſt 
nd his decree ſtands good z—he'II gar it ſtand; 
ha dares to grumble finds his correRting hand. 
With a firm look, and a commanding way, 

He gais the proudeſt of our herds obey. | 
Str Wm. Your tale much pleaſes—my good friend proceed: 4 
hat learning has he? Can he write and read? | 
Simon. Baith wonder weel; for ttoth 1 didna ſpare, 
o gi'e him at the ſchool enough of lair; 

And he delyi.s in books ;—he reads and ſpeaks, 3 
With fowks that ken them, Latin words and Greeks. | 


3 


a. 
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Sir Wm. Where gets he books to read? and of what king 
Tho? ſome give light, ſome blindly lead the blind. 
Symon. Whene'er he drives our ſheep to Edinb»rgh porty 
He buys ſome books of hiſtory, ſangs, and ſports 
Nor does he want of them a routh at will, 
And carries ay 2 poutchfu' to the hill; 
About ane Shaleſpcar and a famous Ben, 
He aften ipeaks, and ca's them beſt of men: 
How ſweetly Hawthornden and Stirling fing, 
And ane ca'd Cowley, loyal to his king, 
He kens fou well, and gas their verſes ting. 
I ſometimes thought he made o'er great a phraſe, 
About fine Poems, hiſtories, and plays; 
When 1 reprov'd him anes, a book he brings, 
With this, quoth he, on braes 1 crack with kings. 
Sir Wm. He anſwer'd well, and much ye glad mise ea 
When ſuch accounts I of my ſhepherd hear: 
Reading ſuch books can raiſe a peaſant's mind 
Above a lord's, that is not thus inclin'd. 
Symon. What ken we better, that ſac findle look, 
Except on rainy Sundays on a book 
When we a leaf or twa haf read haf ſpell, 
Till.a* the reſt fleep round as weel's our ſell? 
Sir Wm. Well jeſted, & men- but one queſtion more 
III only ask ye now, and then give o'er; 
The youth's arriv'd the age when little loves 
Flightcr around young heatts, like cooing doves; 
Has no young laſſie, with inviting mien, 
And rofie cheek, the wonder of the green, 
Engag'd his look, or caught his youthful heart? 
Symon, 1 fear'd the warſt, but ken'd the ſmalleſt part, 
Till lace I ſaw him twa or three times mair ſweet 
With Glaud*s fair niece than I thought right or meet. 
I had my feats; but now have nought to fear, 
Since like yourlelf your ſon wil! ſoon appear, 
A gentleman enrich'd with, all theſe charms, 
May bleſs the faireſt beſt born lady's arms. 
Sir Wm. This night muſt end his unambitious fire, 
When higher views ſhall greater thoughts inſpite. 
Go, S:men, bring him quickly here to me, 
None but yeurſelt ſhall our firſt meeting ſee. 
Yenders my horſe and ſervants nigh » at hand, 
They come juſt at the time I gave command: 
Straight in my own apparel 1˙1I go dreſs 
Now ye the ſecret may to all confeſs. 
Symon. With how much joy I on this errand flee, 


Theie's nane can know, that is not downiight me. 
Exit Symon. * Sir Willa 
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= When the event of hope ſucceſsfully appears, 
9 Fae happy hour cancels the toil of years; 
thouſand toils are loft in Lethe*'s Stream, 
nd cares evaniſh like a morning dream 
hen wiſh't for pleaſures riſe like morning light, 
he pain that's paſt enhances the delight. 
heſe joys I feel that words can ill expreſs, 
ne'er had known without my late diſtreſs. 
But from his ruſtic buſineſs and love, 
muſt in haſte my Patri. x ſoon remove, 5 
o courts and camps hat may his ſoul improve: 
Like the rough diamond, as it leaves the mine, 
Only in little brez#kings thews its light, 
Till artful poliming has made it ſhine, 
em hus cdueation makes rhe genius bright. 


END of the THIRD ACT. 


&KIEEKEKS IKE KKEKEKD RESET 
4er hw. ein . 


The ſcene deſcrib'd in @ former page. 
Glaud's vn, En er Must and Manet. 


ese. 


UR laird's come hame! and owns young Pate his heit! 
That's news indeed !— 
Madge. — As true as ye Rand there. 
s they were dancing all in men's yard, 
ir William, like a warlock with a beard 
art, Pre nives in length and white as driven ſnaw, 
mapg us came, ciy'd, Had ye merry 4. 
e ferly'd meikle at bis unco look, 
hile frae his pouch he whitl'd forth a books +» 
we ſtood round about him on the green, 
e view'd us a', but fix'd on Pate his een, 
hen paykily pretended he could ſpace, _ 
t for his pains and skill wad naithing hae. 
Mau e. Then ſure the laſſes, and ilk gaping coof, 
ad rin about him, and had out their loof. 
Marge. As faſt as flaes skip to the tate of woo, 
hilk flee rod laucie' hads without his mow, 
hen he to drown them, and his hips te cool, 
ſummer days ſlides backward in a pool. 
ſhort, ke did for Pate brac things foretel, 
ichout the heip of con juting or ſpell; 


— 
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At laſt, when weel diverted, he withdrew, 
Fou'd aff his be ird to Symon, Symon knew 
His welcome maſter, zound his knees he gat, 
Hang at his coat, and fyne for blythneſs gat. 
Patrick was ſent for, happy lad is he! 
Sym-n tald El/pe, Elſpa tald it me; 
Ye'll heat out a' the ſecret ſtory ſoon, 
And troth it's Cen right odd, when a' is done, 
To think how Syn ncer afore wad tell, 
Na, na ſac meikle as to Pae himſel. 
Our Mg. poor thing, alake! has loſt her jo. 
Mane. It may be ſae, whae kens? and may be no. 
To lift a love that's rooted is great pain; 
Even kings have taen a queen out of the plain, 
And what has been before may be again, 
Mage. Sic nonſenſe! love tak root but tocher good, 
"Tween a herd's bairn, and ane of gentle blood: 
Sic fahions in king Brace's days might be; 
But ſiccaa ferlies now we neyer ſee, 
Mauſe. Gif Pa « fotſakes, Bal ſhe may gain, | 


Yonder he comes, and vow but he looks fals, 

Nae doubt he thinks that Peggy's now his ain. 
Mage. He get her! Qlaverin doof! it ſets him weel 

To yoke a plough where Patrick thought to till; 

Gif I were Meg, I'd let young maſter ice 
Mauſe. Ye'd be as dorty in your choice as he; 

And ſo wad 1: But whiſht! here Bad comes. 


Enter Bauldy ſng.ng. 


Jenny /ail te Jockey, gin ye winna tell 
Te ſhall be the lad, 1 be the laſs my ſell; 
Tere a benny lad, and I'm a laſſie free, 
Te're welcomer to tal me than to let me be. 


I trow ſac; !afſes will come te a“ lat, 
Tho' for a while they maun their ſnaw-baxs cat, 
Mauſe. Well Bauliy, how gaes a' 
Baldy Faith unco right; | 
I hope we'll a' fleep ſound but ane this night. 
Madge, And wha's th* unlucky ane, if we may ask! 
Baaliy. To find out that is nae difficult task. 
Poor bonny Peggy wha maun think nas mair 
On Pare turn'd Patrick, and Sir Wilkam's keit. 
Now, now, good Madge, and hon:{t Mauſe, ſtand be, 
While AMcg's in dumps, put ina word for me; 
I'll be as kind as ever Pate can prove. | 
Leſs wilfu', and ay conſtant in my love. Maage, 
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Madge. As Neps can witneſs, and the buſhy thorn, 
Where mony a time your heart to hets was (worn, 
Fy, Bauldy, bluſh. and vows of love regard ; 

W hat other laſs will crow a manſworn herd? 

The curſe of heaven hangs ay aboon their heads, 
That's ever guilty ef fic ſinfu' deeds. 

I'll ne%r adviſe my niece ſae gray a gate, 

Nor will ſhe be adyis'd, fou well I ware. 

Bauldy. Sae grae a gate! manſworn! and a' the reſt, 
Ye leed, auld rend, - and in faith had beſt 
Eat in your words, elſe I ſhall gar you ftand 
With a het face afore the haly band. 

Madge. Yell gar me ſtand! ye ſhevelling-gabit brock, 
Speak that again, and trembling dread my rock, 

And ten.ſharp nails, that when my hands are in, 
, Can flyp the skin o'ye'r cheeks out o'er your chin. 
*  Bauldy. I take ye witneſs, Mauſe. ye heard her (ay, 
That I'm manſworn —1 winna let it gae. 

Madge. Y ere witneſs too, he ca'd me bonny names, 

And ſhould be ſerv'd as his good breeding claims, 


5 Ye filthy dog! 


Flies te bis hair like 4 fury. A ſtout battle, 
Mauſe end:avours to rid ibem. 

Mauſe, Let gang your grips! EY Madge! howt Baulay, leen, 
I wadna with this Tulzie had been ſeen, 


*Tis fac daft-like. 
Bauldy gets our of Madge* s clutches 
with 4 bleeding noſe, 
M.-dge. "Tis dafter like to thole 


An ether-cap ike him ro blaw the coal. 
It fets him well, with vile unſcrapit tongue, 
To caſt up whither I be auld or young; 
TI ney're aulder yet than I have married been, 
And, or they did, their bairns's bairns have ſeen, 
Manſe. That's true; and, Baxldy, ye was far to blame, 
To ca* Mage ought but her ain chriiten'd name. 
Ba-ldy. My lugs, my noſe, my nocdle finds the ſame. A 
Madge. Auld roudes ! filthy fal aw, I Gall auld ye. * 
Mauſe. dowt no; yell e'en befriends with honeſt Zasldy, 
2 Come, come. ſhake hands, this maun nae farder gac: 
Ye maun forgie 'im, I ſee the lad looks wae, | 
Bauldy. In troth now; Mae | have at Margenas ſpite, 
But he a9 ning fick was a' the wyte _ 
be, Of what 4:5 happened and ſhould therefore crave W. 
My pard ).: fi: it, and ſhall acquittance have. 
| Mage [crave your pardon ' Galiows-foce gae greet, 
Mage And ow your faut to ter that ye wad cheat. Gae 
| D 
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Gae, or be blaſted in your health and- gear, 
Till to perform ye learn, as well as ſwear. FR 
Vow and lowp back !—Was c'er the like heard tell? 
Swith, tak him, deil! he's oe'r lang out of hell. 
Bauldy ranning off. | 
Bauldy. His preſence be about us! Curſt were he, 
That were condemn'd for life to live wich thee. 
Madge /a»ghing. Exit Bauldy 
Madge. IT think I have towzled his harrigals a wee; 
He'll no ſoon grein to tell his love to me, 
He's but a raſcal that wad mint to ſerve 
A laſſie ſas he does but ill deſerve. 
Mavuſe. Ye town'd him tightly.—I commend 't 
His blood ing ſnout gae me nae little ſport 
For this forenoon he had that ſcant of grace, 
And breeding baith —to tell me to my face, 
He hop'd I was a witch, and wadna ftand 
To lend him in this caſe my helping hand. 
Madge. A witch! how had ye pacience this to bear, 
And leave him cen to ſce, or lugs to hear: 
Mauſe. Auld wither'd hands, and feeble joints like mine, 
Obliges folk reſentment to decline, 
Till aft 'tis ſcen, when vigour fails, then we 
With cunning can the lack of pith ſupply : 
Thus I put aff revenge till it was dark, 
Syne bade him come. and we ſhould gang to wark : 
I'm ſure he'll keep his tryſt ; and I came here 
'To' ſeek your help, that we the fool may fear. 
Mage. And-ſpecial ſport we'll have, as I proteſt ; 
Ye*ll be the witch, and I ſhall play the ghaiſt: 
A linen ſheer wond round me. like ane dead. 
I'll cawk my face, and grane. and ſhake my head: 
Veil fleg him ſae, he'll mint nae mair to gang 
A conjuring, to do a laſſie wrang, 
Maaſe, Then let ns go for fee. tis hard on night, 
The weſtlin cloud ſhines red with ſetting light, Excant. 


AGTH. SCENE II. 
When birds begin to nod upon toe bough, 
And ihe g een ſwaird grows damp wh falling dew, 
M bie good Sir William is eit retir', 
The Gentle Shepherd, tender!) inſpir'd, 
Walks thro" the broom wi'h Roger ever veel, 
To meet, to compor: Meg. and tale ſarewel, 


Roe RR and PATI x. 


If Mr Patrich, ay your thoughts were right, 


Reger. Wow! but I'm cadgie, and my heart loups Wight; 
ure 


—_— 1 IX 


how 


Ed IL LE SS DFT FR 


Ant . 


Us 


Ad IV. The GENTLE SHEPHERD, 39 


Sure gentle fowk are farer ſcen than we, 
That naithing hae to brag of pedigree, 
My enn now, Wha brake my heart this morn, | 
Is perfect yield ing—ſweer—and nae mair ſcorn; 
I ſpak my mind—{he heard—1 ſpak again, 
She ſmil'd—I kifs'd—1 woo'd. nor woo'd in vain. 
Pa ie. l'm glad to heart: But O! my change this dy, 
Heaves up my joy, and yet 'm ſometimes waee , 
Yve found a father. gentle, kind as brave, 
And an eſtate that lifts me ?boon the lave. 
With looks all kindneſs, words that love confeſt, 3 
He- all the father to my ſoul expreſt, 
While cloſe he held me to his manly breaſt. . 
Such were the eyes, he ſaid, chus (mil'd the moutk 
Ot thy lov'd mother, 1 N of my youth! 
Who ſet too ſoon And while he praiſe beſtow'd, 
Adown his graceful cheeks a torrent flow'd. 
M - new-boin joys, and this his tender tale, 
Did mingled thus o'er a' my thoughts prevail, 


That ſpeechteſs lang my late kind tire I view'd, 


While guſhing tears my panting breaſt bedew'd. | 
Unuſual traniports made my head turn round, * 
Whilſt I myſelf with riſing raptures found 
The happy ſon of ane ſae much renown'd. 
But he has heard —too faithful Symen's Fear, 
Has brought my love for Pegg) to his ear; 
Which he forbids—ah ! this confounds my peace, 
While, thus to beat, my heart muſt ſooner ceaſe. 
Roger. How to adviſe ye, troth, Im at a ſtand, 
Bur wer't my caſe, ye'd clear ir up aff hand. 
Paiie, Duty and haflen reaſon plead his cauſe ; 
But what cares love for reaſon, rutes, and laws? 
Still in my heart my ſhepherdeſs excels, 
And part of my new happine's repels. 


Or ſung as follows; SANG XV, Kirk wad let me bs 
Duty and. part of veaſon 
lead ſi rong on the 2 ſide, 

I hieh love ſuperior calls treaſon 5 

The frongeſt muſt le ole d; 
For now the U'm-one of the gentry, 

My conſtancy falſhood repel:; ” 
For change in my beart is no entry. 

Sill there my dear Peggy excels, | 


Reger. Enjoy them baith—Sir William will be won pf 
Your Peggy's bonny—you're his only fon. 
D 2 


Pas ie. 


— 
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Patie. She's mine by vows, and ſtronger ties of love, 
And frae theſe bands nae change my mind mall move. 
Fi! wed nane elſe, thro? life I will be true; 

But fill obedience is a parent's due. 

Roger, Is not cur maſter and yourſelf to tay 
Amang us here! —Or are ye gawn away 
To Lond:n court, and ither far aff parts, 

To leave your ain poor Vs with broken hearts? s 

Paiie, To Edinburgh ſtraight, To- morrow we ad vance, 
To London neiſt, and afterwards to F: ance ; 

Where I muſt ſtay ſome years. and le- ru—to dance, 
And twa or three other mcnkey tricks.—T hat done, 
I come home ſtrutting in my red-heel'd ſhoon: 
Then 'tis defign'd, when 1 can well behave, 

That I maus be ſome petted rhing's dull flave, 

For ſome few bags of caſh, that 1 wat wecl, 

1 nae mair need nor carts do a third wheel. 

But Peggy, dearcr ro me than my breath. 

Sooner then hear fic news, Mall hear my death, 

Roger, They who have juſt enough can ſoundly fleep, 
The o%ercome only faſhes fowk ro keep — 

Good Mr Panik, tak your ain tale hame, 

Pa ie. What was my morning thought, at night's he ſame, 
The poor and rich but differ in the name. 

Content's the greateſt bleſs we can procure 
Frae *boon the lift. Without it kings are poor. 

Roger. But an eſtate like yours yields bra content, 
When we bur pick it ſcantly on the bent : 

Fine claiths, ſaft beds, ſweet houſes. and red wine, 
Goed chear. and witty friends, whene'er ye dine, 
Obey ſant ſervants, honour, wealth, and eaſe; 
Wha's no content with theſe are ill to pleaſe, 

Paiie, Sae Roger thinks and thinks not far amiſs, 

But mony a cloud hangs hovering o'er their bliſs: 
The paſh ons rule the roaſt; and if they're ſour, 
Like the lean ky, they'll foon the fat devour, 
The ſplzen. tinr honour, and affronted pride, 
Stang like th: ſharpeſt goads in 77 fide ; 
The gours, and gravels, and the ill diſeaſe, 
Are frequenteſt with fouks o'erlaid with eaſe: 
While o'er rhe moor the ſhepherd with leſs care, 

Enjoys his ſober wiſh, and haleſome air. 

Roger, Lord man! 1 wonder ay, and it delights 
My heart, whenc'er 1 hearken to your flights; 
How gat ye a' that ſenſe, I fain wad lear, 

That 1 may eafier diſappointments bear, 


Fa 
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Pal ie. Frae Hooks, the wale of books. I gat ſome skill 
Theſe beſt can teach what's real good and ill, 
Ne':r grudge ilk year to ware ſome ſtanes of cheeſe, 
To g in theſe ſilent friends that ever pleaſe. | 
Roger i'll do't. and ye mall cell me which to buy; 
Faith l'ſe hae boo's, tho” I ſbuuld ell my ky: 
But now let's hear how you're defign'd to move, 
Between Sir A i/liam's will, and Peggy's love. 
Pa ie. Then here it lies—his will maun be obey'd, 
My vows I' keep, and the ſhall be my bride; 
But I ſome time this laſt defign maun hide. : 
Keep you the ſ:cret cloſe, and !cave me here, 
1 ſent for Peggy, yonder comes my fear. 
Roger. Ple-$'d rhat ye rruſt me with the ſecret, I 
To wyle it fiae me ab the deils defy. Exit Roget. 
Patie ſolus, 


With what a ſtruggle muſt 1 now impart 
My father's will to her that hads my heart! 
I k:n the loves, and her ſaft ſaul will fink, 
While ic Rtands rrembling vn the hated brink 
Of diſappointment—Heaven ſupport my fair, 
And let her comfort claim your render care, 
Her eyes are red. — 

—— My go. Why in tears? 

Smile 2s you ont, allow nac room for fears: 
Tho“ I'm nue mair a ſhepherd, yet Pm thine. 

Peggy. 1 dare not think fac high: I now repine 
Ar the unhappy chance that made not me 
A gentle match, or ſtill a herd kept thee. 
Wha can, withouten pain, ſee trac the e 
The (hip that bears his all like to be loſt; 
Like to be carried by ſome rever's hand, 
Far frae his wilthes to ſome diſtant land? 

Paiie. Ne'et quarrel fate, whilſt it with me remains 
To xaiſe thee up, or ſtill attend theſe plains. 
My father has forbid our loves, I own, 
But love's ſuperior to a parent's frown, 
I falhood hate: come kiſs thy cares awaytz 
1 ken to love, as well as to obey: 
Sir Wil farms generous; leave the tack to me, 
To make ftri& duty and true love zgree. 

Peggy. Speak on! ſpeal ever thus ano fill my grief, 
Bu: hort I dare to hope the fond relief. 
New thoughts a gentle face will ſoon inlpire, 
That wich nice air ſwims round in filk attite? 


D 3 Then 
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Then 17 poor-me/—with ſighs may ban my fate, 
When the young laird's nae mair my heartſome Fate 
Nae mair again to hear ſweet tales expieſt, 

By the Blyth ſhepherd that excell'd the reſt; 

Nae mai be envied by the ratiling Fart. 

When Patie kifs'd me when I danc'd or ſang: 
Nac mair lak we'll on the meadow play ! 

And rin haff breatbleſs xound the rucks of hay, 
As aft times I hae fled frac thee tight ſain, 

And fawa on purpole that I might be tane: 

Nae mair around the Foggy Kyow VII creep, 

To watch and ftare upon thee while aſleep. 

But heat my vow;—'twill help to give me eaſe ; 
May ludden dcath, or dcadly fair diſeaſe, 
And watſt of il.s attend my wietched life, 

If e'er to ane but you I be a wife, 


Or ſung as follows. SANG XVI. Waes my heart th 
we ſhould ſunder. 


Speal en, - ſpeak thus. and ſtill my grief, 
Held vp A I bart that's n ing under 
Theſe fears, that ſoon will d ant relief, 
When Pare muſt from hi; Peggy ſunder. 
A gen.le fate and ſilk ati ire, 
A lay rich in teauty*; bleſſ m, 
Alat por me ! will naw conſpire 
To ſteal thie from thy Pegyy's boſom. 
No m.re the ſhetherd who exce Þ'd 
The reſt. whoje it mate them to wonder, 8 
Sa now bis Peggy's praiſe; tell, 
Ah! I can die, but newer ſun der. 
Te meadows, ere we often flrayd, 
re Lanks, where we were wont to wander, 
Cweet- ſcented racks. r und which we play'd, 
Tos loſe yowr ſweet; when we're aſuncer, 
Again ah 1 ſhall 1 ne: er creep 
Around the know with ſilent duty, 
Kindly to watch thee while aſleep, 
Ad won ler at thy marly bea ty? 
Hear, hea en while ſolemnly 1 vow, 
| Tho" then ſboxleſt proc a wand'ring lo: er, 
Thro life to thee 1 frall prize true, 
Nr be @ wiſe to any biber. 


Patie, Sute h.aven approves,—and be. :fTur's of me, 
II ne'er gang back of what I've {worn to thee: 
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And time, tho* time maun interpoſe a while, 
And I maun leave my Peg and this Isle: 
Yet time. nor diſtance. nor the faireſt face, 


If there's a fairer, &er ſhall fill thy place. 


I'd hate my riſing fortune ſhould ir move 


The fair foundation of our faithful love. 


If at my foot were crowns and ſceptres laid, 
To bribe my ſoul frae thee, delightfu' mail, 
For the I'd foon leave theſe inferior things 


To fic as hae the patience to be kings. 


Wherefore that tear? Believe, and calm thy mind, 
Peggy. | greet for joy to bear thy words ſae kind, 

When hopes were ſunk, and nought but mirk deſapir 

Made me think life bur little worth my care. 

My heart was like ro burſt; but now I tee 

Thy generous thoughts will ſave tho love for me. 

With patience then I'll wait each wheeling year, 

Hope time away till thou with joy appear, 

And a' the while Il ſtudy gentler charms, 

To make me fitter for my traveller's arms. 

„gam on uncle Claud; he's far frae fool, 


And will not grudge to put me thro? ilk ſchool, 


Where I may manners learn: 


Or ſung as follows, SANG XVII. Tu eedſide, 


When hof e was quite ſunk in de pair, 
My heart ir wa. going to trea;, 
My life appear'd worthleſs my care, 

- But now 1 will ſa: for thy ſale, 

Where'er my love tra:el: by day, 

I bere'er he lodges by, night, 

With me his dear mage Pall ſtay, 
Aud my ſoul lee im ever in bt. 


With patience 1 wait the long year, 
And ſtaiy the gent eſt charms; 
' Pope time away till tho, af car, 
To lock thee for ay iv, thoſe arms, 
Wiift boy wa: a pep herd. I pri 4 
No hig ber {epree in this lite; 
But now i endeat or io riſe 
” To @ beight as becoming thy wife, 


Fer beauty that's only sin deep, 
fade like the gowan; of May, 

But inwardly rooted, will leep © 
For e.cr, ui. baut @ decay. 
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Nor age, nor the changes of life 
Can quench be faw fire of love, 
If virts e in grain'd in the wife, 
And the ha;vand have ſenſe to approve. 


Patie. That's wiſely ſaid; 
And what your uncle wares ſhall be well paid, 
Tho* without a' the little helps of art, : 
Thy native ſweets might gain a prince's heart ; 
Yet now, |: in our ſtation we offend, 
We muſt learn moges to innocence unkend ; 
Affect aftimes to like the thing we hate, 
And drap ſerenity, to keep up ſtare; 
Laugh when we're ſad, tpeak when we've nought to ſay, 


And, for the faſhion, when we're blyth, ſeem wae; 


Pay compliments to them we aft have ſcorn'd, 
Then (candalize them when their hacks are turn'd. 
Peggy. If this is gentry. I had rather be 
What I am fill —but l'll be ought with thee. 
Patie. No, no, my Peggy, I but onl ay 
With gentry's apes; for ſtill — the beſt, 
Good manners give integrity a bleeze, 
W hen native virtues join the arts to plcaſe., 
Peggy. Since with ae hazard, and fac fmall expence, 
My lad frae books ca» gather ſiccas ſenſe, 
Tuen why, ah! why ſhould the rempeſtuous ſea 
Endanger thy dear life, ana frighten me? 
Sir William's cruel, that way force his ſon, 
For watha whats. ſac grrat a risk to run, 
Patie, There is nae doubt but travelling does improve, 
Vet I would ſhun it for thy ſake, my love; 
But ſoon as I've ſhook aff my land ard caſt 
In foreign cities, hame to thee ['11 haſte, 
Peggy. With every ſerting dax and rifing morn, 
In knecl to heaven. and ask thy ſafe return. 
Under that trce, and on the ſuckler brae, 
Where aft we wont. when baims to run and play; 
And to the hafſel ſhaw. where firſt ye vow'd 
Ye wad be mine and I as eithly trow'd, 
I'll aften gang and tell th: trees and flowers, 
With joy, that they'll bear witneſs I am yours. 


Or ſung as follows. SA NG XVIII. Buih aboon Tragacir. 
At ſetting day and rihng morn, * 
C ith ou that ſti I ſhall los thee, 
Ji of bea en thy jate re. urn, 

With all that can improve thee, 

1: 
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PII viſit aft the Birken buſh, 

Where ,.rft thow windly told me 
Sweet tale: of love, and bis my bluſh, 
Whilſt round thou diijt enfold me. 

To all our haunts I will repair, 
By greenwood ſhaw or fountain, 
or where the ſummer-day 1'd ſhare 
With thee pon you mountain. 
There will / tell the tree, and flowers, 
From thoughts un cign'd and tender 
By w0ws you're mine. my love i yours 
A heart witch cannot wanaer, 


Patie. My dear, allow me frac thy temples fairy 
A ſhiing ringler of thy flowing hair; 
Which. as a {ample of cach lovely chaim, 
I'll aften kits and wear about my arm. 
Peggy. Wer't in my power with better boons to pleaſe, 
I'd give the beſt 1 could with the fame eaſe; 
Nor wad I, if thy luck had fallen to me, 
Been in a jor leis generous to hee. a 
Patie. I doubt it not; but ſince we've little time, 
To ware't on words wad border on a crime; 
Lov:'s ſafter meaning better is ex pre ſb, 
When 'tis with kiſſes on the heart impreſt. Exeunt. 


END of the FOURTH ACT. 
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ACT v. SCENE TI. 


See bow Bauldy ftare: like ane poet, 

An roars up Sy mon frae bi inaly reſt : 
Bare-legg'd with night- cap. and n tion'd coat, 
Sce the auld man come: 8 to the ſot. 


SY MON. 


WV AT want ye Bauldy at this filent hour, 
When drowſy fleepkeep 3? beneath its pow'r? 
Far to the North the ſcant approaching light 
Stands equal *rwixt che morning and the light. 
What gars ye make and ower and look fue wan? 
Your teeth they chatter like hriftles ftand. | 
Bauliy, O len me ſome water, milk, or ale, 
My head's grown giddy—legs with making fail, 


| 
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I'll neer dare venture forth at night my lane, 
Alake l' never be my (ell again, 
I'il ne'er o'er put it! Symon, O Symon, Os 
| 12 Symon gives him a drink. 
Symen. What ails thee, gowk? to make fo loud adv? 
You've wak'd Sir William, he has left his bed, 
He comes, 1 fear, ill pleas“d; I hear kis tred. 
| Enter Sir William. 
Sir Wm, How goes the night? Does day light yet appear? 
$y-0n, you're very timeouſly aſteer. 
Symon, 'm ſorry, Sir, that we've diſturb'd your reſt 
But ſome ſtrange thing has Bas/dy's Sp'rir oppreſt, 
He's Gen ſom: witch, er wreſtled with the gueſt, 
Baully. O ay ! —dear Sir, in troth, 'tis very true, 
And Jam come to make my plaint to you. 
Sr m lang to hear*c. 
Bau lay. A! Sir, that witch cad Alauſe, 
That wins aboon the hill amang the haws, 
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Firſt promis'd that ſhe'd help me with hen art, 
To gain a bonny thrawart laſſie's heart. 
As ſhe had tiyſted, I met wi'er this night; 
But may rae friend of mine ger lic a fright! * 
For the curſt hae, inſteed of doing me good, 
(The very thought o't's like ro freeze my blood?) 
Rais“ d up a ghaiſt or deel, I Kenna whilk, 
Like a dead corpſe, in ſheet as white as milk. 
Blacd hands it had, and face as wan as death, 
Upon me faſt the witch and it fell baith, - 
Lows'd down my breeks, while I, like a great fool, 
Was labour'd as I wont to be at ichool: 
My heart out of its hole was lik: to lowp, 
I pichleſs grew with fear, and had nae hope, 
Till. with an e!rirch laugh, they vaniQi'd quite; 
Syne I, helf dead with anger, fear, and (pire, 
Crap up. and fled ſtraight frae them, Sir, ro you, 
Hoping your help to gi'e the deel his due: 
I'm ſure my heart will neer gi'e o'er to dunt 
Till in a fat tar barrel Mauſe be burnt. 
Sir Wm. Well, Bauldy, whate'er's juſt hall granted be, 
Let Mauſe be brought this morning down to me. 
Baulily, Thauk: to your honour. ſoon ſhail I obey; 
But firſt VII Roger raiſe, and twa or three mae, 
To catch her faſt, or ſhe get leave to ſqueel, 
And caſt her caotrips that bring up the deel. Exit Bauld. 
Sir WM. Troth Symon, Bauliy's more afraid than hurt, 
The witch and ghaift have made themſelves good fport, 
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What ſilly notions croud the clouded mind, 
That is, thro. want of education, blind. | 
$5men, Burt does your honour think ther's nae fic thing 
As witches raiſing deels up thro* a rings 
Syne playing tricks? A thouſand I could tel], 
Could never be contriv'd on this fide hell. 
Sir Wm. Such as the deil's dancing in a moor, 
Amangſt a few auld women, craz'd and poor, 
Who ate tejoic'd to ſee him frisk and lowp, 
O'er braes and bogs, with candles in his dowp, 
Appearing ſometimes like a black-horn'd cow, 
Aft times like bawty, badrans, or a ſow; 
Thea with this train thro” airy paths to glide, 
While they on cats, or clowns, or Broom ſtaffs ride; 
Ot in an egg-ſhell skim out o'r the main, | 
To drink their leader's health in France or Spain; 
Then aft by night, bumbaze harte hearted fools, 
By tumbling down their cup-boards, chairs, and tools; 
Whate'ers in ſpeils, or if there witches be, 
Such Whimſies ſeem the moſt abſurd to me. 
Symon, *Tis rue enough, we ne'er heard that a witch 
Hd either meikle ſen'e, or yet was rich; 
But Mauſe, tho' poor, is a ſagacious wife, 
And lives a quiet and very honeft life. ; 
That gars me think this hobleſhaw that's paſt, 
Will land in naithing but a joke at laſt. 
Sir Wm. I'm ſure it will, Bur ſee increaſing light 
Commands the imps of darkneſs down to night: 
Bid raiſe my ſervants, and my horſe prepare, 
Whilſt 1 walk out to take the moining air. 


SANG XIX. Bonny grey-cy'd morn. 


The bonny gr-d morning begins to peeps 
And darkneſs fies before the riſing ray. 
The hearty hind ffarts from his lazy ſleep, 
To follaw healthſul labour! of the day: 
Without a guilty fling to wrinkle his brows 
The lark and the linnet tend is lene, 
And he joins their concert, niving his peu 
From toil of grimace and pageantry free. 
While fluſle, d with wine, or madden'd with loſs 
Of half an tate, the prey of a main, 
Tie drunhard and gameſter inmble and toſs, 
W:/hnt; for calmneſs and flumber in vein, 
Ben, portion health and quietneſs of mind, 
Plac'd at due diſtance from parites and flate, 
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Where neither ambition nor avarice blind, 
Reach lim who has happineſs linkd to lit fate. 
D Kxcunt, 
ACT V. SCENES IL | 

While Peggy laces up her boſom fair 
With a blue ſneod, Jenny bind; up her. hairs 
Glaud by his morning ingle takes à lee, 
Te ri ſing ſun ſhines moity thro” the reek, 
A jipe his month, the laſſes pleaſe his een, 
And now and then his joke maun mterveen. 

Glaud. I with my baitns, it may keep fair til night, 
Ye do not uſe {ac ſoon to ſee the light; 

Nae doubt you now intend to mix the thrang, 
To tak your leave of Patrick, or he gang: 

But do you thiok, that now when he's a laird, 
That he poor landwart laſſes will regard? _ 

Fenny. Tho? he's young maſter now, I'm very ſure, 
He has mair ſenſe than flight. auld friends, t»0* poor; 
But yeſterday he gae us mony a tug, 

And kiis'd my coufin there frac lug to lug. 

Gland. Aye, aye, nac doubt e', and he'll do't again 
But be advis'd, his company refrain: 

Before, ke, as a ſhepherd. ſought a wife, 
With her to live a chaſte and frugal life; 

But now, grown gentle, foon he will forſake 
Sic godly thoughts, and 'brag of being a rake. 

P.g280:. A rake! whai's that? Sure if it means ought ill, 
He'li ne'et be't, elſe I have tiut my skill. 

Glaud, Daft laſſie, ye ken nought of the affair, 

Ane young, and good, and geutle's unco tate; 

A rake's a graceleſs (park, that thinks nae ſhame 

To de what like of us thinks ſhame to name. 

Sic are ſae void of ſhame, they'll never ſtap 

To brag how afien they have had the clap. 

They'|lrempt young things like you, with youdith fluſh'd, 
" Syne mak ye à' their jeſt, when ye're debauch'd. 

Be wary then, I ſay, and never gi'e 

Encovragement, or hourd Sith fic as he. 

P. gay. Sir Will am's virtuous, and of gentle blood, 
And may not Patrick tov like him be good. 

Glaud. That's tive, and mony gentry mae than he, 
As they are wiſer, bettet are than we; 

But thinner ſawn; th2y'e lac puft up with pride, 

There's mony of them mocks ilk haly guide, 

That haus the gate to heaven. —l've heard myſell, 

Some of them laugh at doom's-day, ſin, and hell. 
Jenny. 
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Fenny, Watch o'er us, father! beh, that's very odd, 

Sure him that doubts a doom's- day, doubts a God. 
Glard. Doubt! why they neither doubt, nor judge, nor think, 

Nor hope, not fear, but cuiſe, debauch, aud drick, 
But l'm not ſaying this, as if I thought 
That Patrick to fac gaits will e'er be brought. 

Peggy. The Lord forbid !—na, he kens better things; 
But here comes aunt, her face ſome fetly brings. 


Enter Madge. 


Midge. Haſte, haſte ye, we're a' ſent for o'er the gate, 
To heat and help to redd ſome odd debate 
"Tween Mauſe and Bauldy, bout ſome Witchcraft ſpell, 
At Symon's houle, the Knight fits judge himſell. 
Glaud. Lend me my ſtaff, Madge lock the outer door, 
And bring the laſſes vi” ze, I'll ſtep before. Exit Glaud. 
Madge. Poor Mig'—Look, Jes, was the like &er ſecns 
How blcer'd and r:d with greeting look her een? 
Th's day her brankan wooer takes his hoſe, 
To ſtrut a gentle ſpark at Edinburgh croſs ; 
To change his kent, cut frac the branchy plain, 
For a nice ſword, and a glancing headed cane: 
To leave his Ram-horn ſpoons, and kitted whey, 
For geniler tea, that ſmells like nes won hay; 
To leave the Green-ſwaird dance, when we gae milk, 
To tuſtle amang the beauties clad in filk; 
Bur Meg, poor Meg! maun with the ſhepherds ſtay, 
And tak what God will ſend in Hodden-gray. 
Pergy. Dear aunt what needs ye fahh us wi? your ſcorn? 
That's no my faut that I'm nae gentler born, 
Gif 1 the daughter of ſome laitd had been, 
I nect hid not cd Patie on the green. 
Now, ſince he riſes, why ſhould I repine? 
If he's made for anither, he'll ne'er be mine: - 
And then the like has been, if the decree 
Deſigns him mine, I yet his wife may be. 
Madge. A bonny tory, trech !—bar we delay; 
Prin up your aprons baith, and come away. 


ACT v. SCENE III. 


Sir William fl/s the tua arm d chair, 

| While Symon, Retzer, Glaud, «nd Mauſe 

Attend, and with loud laughter bear 
Daft Bauldy bluntly plead bis cauſe: 

For now H. 141d him that the tawſe 
Was handled by reveng'« Madge, 

Becau,e he 'brakg g — au, 

th his a.nſenſe rait 4 ther 8 
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Sir Mm. And was that all ?—well, Bally, ye was ſetv'd 
Nae otherwiſe than what ye well deſerv'd: | 
Was it ſo {mall a matter to defame. 
And thus abuſe an honeſt woman's name? 
Beſides your going about to have berray'd, 
By perjury, an innocent young maid. K 
Banldy Sit, 1.conteſs my faut thro' a' the ſteps, 
And ne'er again ſhall be unttue to N a 
Mau'e. Thus far, Sir, he oblig'd me on the ſcore, 
1 ken'd not that they thought me fic before, 
Bauldy. An't like your honour, I believ't weel, 
But troth I was een doilt to ſeek the deel; 
Yet with your henou!'s leave, tho' (he's nae witch, 
She's baith a lee and a tevengfu' —— -- 
And that my ſome-place finds ;—but1 bad beſt 
Had in my tongue, for yonder comes the ghaiſt, 
And the young bonny witch, whaſe roſy cheek 
Sent me without my wit the deel to ſeek, 
Enter Madge, Peggy, and Jenoy. 
Sir William een: at Peggy. 
Whoſe davghter's ſhe that wears the Aurora gown, 
With face ſo fair, and looks a lovely brown? 
How ſparkling are ber eyes! what's this 1 find? 
The girl brings all my fifler to my mind, 
Such were the features once adorn'd a face, 
Which death too ſoon depriiv'd of ſweeteſt grace. 
Is this your daughter Gland ? 
Ga. -Sit, ſl.c's my niece— 
And yet fhe's not; —But I ſhould had my peace, 
Sir Wm. This is a contradiction; what d'ye mean? 
She is, and ſhe is not :—Pray, Glaud, explain. 
Glaud. Becaufe 1 doubt if 1 ſhould mak appear 5 


What I have kept a ſectet thirteen year. 
Maſe. You may teveal what I can fully clear. 
Sir Wm. Speak ſoon, I'm all impatience !—— 
Parte. —— »So am 1! 
For much 1 hope, and hardly yet know why. 
GI. Then ſince my maſter orders, I obey.—— 
This bonny foundling, ac cleat morn of May, 
Cloſe by the Lee ſide of my door,” I found, 
All ſweer and clean, and carefully, hapt round, 
In Infaat-weeds, of rich and gentle make; 
What could they be, thought I, did thee forſake ; 
Wha, waiſe than brutes, could leave, expos'd to airs 
Sar much of innocence. ſac ſvectly fair, 
Sae helpleſs young? For ſhe appeat'd to me 
only about twa towmonds auld io be. 1 took 
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I took her in my arms, the bairny ſmil'd, 
With tic a lock wad made a ſavage mild. 

1 bid the tory, ſhe has paſt fince ſyne, 

As 2a poor orphan, and a niece of mine, 

Nor do 1 ruz:'my care about the wean, 
For ſhe's well woith tbe pains that 1 have tane. 
Ye fee ſhe's bonny, I can ſwear ſte's good, 

And I'm right ſure ſhe's come of gentle blood, 
Of whom 1 kenns. Naithing ken 1 mair, 
Than what I to your honovr now declare, 


Sir Wm. This tale feems ſtrange! | | 2 Ws 
Pattie, w— —The tale delights mine eit! | 
Sir Wm Command your joys young man, till truth appear, | 
M auſe. That be my task. —Now, Sir, bid all be hath, 


F-2ggy may fmile—*hou haſt no cauſe to tlum, | 
Long have 1 ind ro ſee this happy day, WS. 4 
That 1 might ( fely to the truth give way; 5 
Tha: 1 may now Sir lam Worthy name, 
Tire beſt and neateſt friend that ſhe can claim; | 
He ſaw't at firſt, aud TERS eye did trace, 2 14 
Uis ſiſter's beauty in her daughter's face. p 
Sir Wm. Old woman, do not rave,—prove what you ty, 
"Tis dangerous in affairs like this to play. , 
Pate, What reaſon, Sir can an auld woman have, 
To tell a lie, when ſhe's ſae near her grave? 
But how, or why, it ſhould be truth, I grant, | 
I every thing. that looks like reaſon, want. | N 
Omne-. The floty's odd! we with we heard it out. 7 
S. Wm, Make haſte, good woman, and teſolve each doubt» * 
5 Mauſe goes forward, leading L 
Peggy e Sir William. f 
Mauſe Sit, view me well; has fifteen years fo plow'd | 
A wrinkled face, that you have often view'd, | = 
That here 1, as an un' a0wn Rtianger Rind, 0 | 
Who rurs'd her mother, that now holds my hend; 5 
And Rionger ptcols Iil give, if you demand. x 
Sir Wm.” Ha. booeft nurſe! where were my eyes before 
I Kaow thy faithfulneſs, and need no mote. 
Yet, from the Lab'tinth 10 lead out my mind, | 
Say, to expoſe her, who was fo uvkiod'! | | 
| Sir Willi-m embraces Peggy, | 
and makes ber ſit by bim. 
Yes, ſurely thou'tt my niece, truth muſt prevail, 
But no more words till Mazuſ7 relates ber tale. | | 
Parie, Good nurſe, go on, nae maſic's haff ſae fine, | 
Oz can gue pleafuic Ike theſe aards of thine, -} 
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Mauſe, Then it was I that ſav'd her lofant- life, 
Her death being thieaten'd by an uncle's wife, 
The ſtory's lang, but 1 the ſecret knew, 

How they purlu'd with avaritious vie, 


Hier rich eſtate, of which they 'r now poſleſt ; 


All this to me a confident conteſt. 

1 heard with horror and with trembling, dred 

They'd ſmoor the ſakeleſs orphan in her bed. 5 
That ve:y night when «ll were ſuok in reſt, 

At midnight hour the floor I ſafily preſt, 

And ftaw the fleeping innocent away, 

With whom I travel!'d ſome few miles e'er day, 

All day I kid me, hen the day was done, 

Au my Journey, lighted by the moon, 

ill eaſtward fif'y miles I reach'd ibeie plains, 
Where needfu' plenty glads your cheerfu' ſvains, 
For ſear of being found out, 1 io ſeeute 
My charge, e'en laid her at this 4 epherds door, 
And took a neighbouring cottage here. that 1, 

V hatc'er ſhould happen to, her might be by. 
Heie honeſt G/aud himliel, and Sen may 
Remember well, how 1, that very day, 
Frac Roger's father took my little crove. 


Glaud, with tears of joey hopping dun his beards 

I well remember't: Lord reward your love, 
Lang have 1 wilſh'd for chis; for aft I thought 
Sic knosledge ſometime ſhould about be brought. 
Pa ie. Tis now 4 crime to doubt ;—my joys are full, 
With due obedience 10 my parent's will. | | 
Sir with paternal love, ſurvey her charms, 
And blame me not for tuſbing to her ams: 
She's mine by vows, and would, tho' til! unknown, 
Have been my wife, when | mv vos durſt own. 


Sir Wm. My niece, my daughter. welcome to my care, 


Sweet Image of thy mother, good and fair, 

Equal with Parrick; now my greateſt aim 

Shall be to aid your joys, and well match'd flame. 
My hoy, receive her from thy father's hard, 

With as good good will as either would demard. 


Patie and Peggy embrace, 
and Lnect to Sir William. 
Patie, With as much joy this bleſſing I receive, 
As ane wad life that's ſinking in a wave. 
3 Sir William »aiſes them. 
I give you both my bleſſing: may your love 
Produce a happy race, and fill improve. r 
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Peggy. My wiſhes are compleat,—my joys atiſe, 
While I'm haf dizzy with the bleſt ſurprize: 
And am I then a match for my ain lad, 

That. for me ſo much genervus kindneſs had! 
Lang may Sir Mam blets theſe happy plains, 
Happy while heav'n grants he on them remains. 

Pa ie, Be lang our guardian, Rill our maſter be, 

We“ only c:ave what you ſhall pleaſe to gi'e: 5 
The eſtate be yours, my P:gey's ane to me. 

Glaul. I hope your honour now will tak amends 
Of them that ſought her life for wicked ends. 

Sir Wm, The baſe unnatural villaia ſoon ſhall know 
That eyes above watch the affairs below, 

1I'i) tiip him ſoon of all to her. pertains, 
And mak: him reimdutſe his ill got gains. 

Pergy. To me the views of wealth and an eſtate, 
S2.m light, when pur in ballance with my Pate; 

For his lake only I'll ay thankfu* bow, 
For ſuch a k'ndneſs b. ft of men, to you. 

Symon, What double blythneſs wak-:ns up this day? 

I hope, now Sir, you'll ns ſoon haſte away. 

Sall 1 uaſaddle your horſe, and gar prepare 

A dinner for you, of hale country fare? 

See how much joy unwrinkles every brow, 2 
Our looks hing on the twa, and doat ot you! 

Even Bas{dy, the bewitch'd, has quite forgot 

Fel Madge's tauze, and pauky Mau ts plot. | | 

Sr Wm. Kindly, old mad,——remain with you this day? 
I n:v:r from theſe fields ag ein will fray : | 
Maſons and weights ſhall ſoon my houſe repair, 

Aud duſy gacd' ners ſhall new planting rear: 
My fathe!'s hearty table you ſoon ſhall ſee 
Reſtor'd, ad my be friends rejoice wich me. 

Symon, That's the beſt news I heard this twenty year, 
New day breaks up, rough times begja to clear. 

Glaud. God ſave the king! and (ave Sir William lang! 
T' enjoy their ain, and raiſe the ſh*pherd's ſang. 

Roger, Wha winna dance? Wha will refuſe to fling? 
Wha: ſhepherd's whiſtle winna lilt the ſpring? 

Bauldy. Im f- iends with Mau e, - with very Madge Em "greed, 
Altho' they skelpt me, when I woodly fied. 

I'm naw fu' blych, and trankly can {orgive; 
And join and ung. Lang may Sir Witliam live. 

Madge. Lang may he live — ud Baukdy learn to ſteek 
Your Gab a wee, and think before ye ſpeak; 
Asd nevet ca' her auld that wants 2 man, . 
Elie ve may ſome wi ch's fiog-ry ban, This 
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This day Vil with the youngeſt o'ye rant, 

And brag for ay that 1 was ca'd the aunt i 
Of our young lady, my dear bonny bairn ! 

Peggy. No other name Vil ever for you learn.— 
And my good nurſe how ſhall 1 gtatefu' be, 

For a' thy matchleſs kindneſs done for me! 

Masſe. The flowing "pleaſures of this happy day. 
Does fully all 1 can require repay. 

Sir Wm. Te faithfu' Symon, and kind Gland, to you, 
And to your heirs, I give in endleſs feu, > 
The Maillens ye poſſeſs, as juſtly due, L 
For a@ing like kind fathers to tbe pair, 

Who have enough beſides, and thele can ſpare. 
Mauſe, in my houſe, in calmneſs cloſe your days, 
With nought to do, but ling your maker's praile. 

Omneſs, The Lord of heaven return your honout's love, 

Confirm your joys, and a' your bleſſings roove ! 


Patic preſenting Roger te Sir William. 
Sit, here's my truſty friend, that always ſhat'd 
My boſom ſecrets, ere I was & laird, 
Glaud's diughter Jenner, Fenyy think nae ſhame, 
Rais'd and maintain'd in him a lover's flame: 
Lang was he dumb, at laſt be ſake and won, 
And hopes to be our honeſt uncle's fon 5 
Be pleas'd to ſpeak to G/eud for his conſent, 
That nane may wear a face of diſcontent. 

Sir Wm. My ſon's demand is fare, —Glavd, let me crave, 
That truſty Roger may your daughter have, 

With frank conſent, and while he does remain 
Upon theſe fields, Vil make him Chamberlain, | 

Glaud. You croud your bounties, Sit. what can we ſay, 
But that we':te dyvours that can ne*er repay ? 5 
Wharte'er your honour wills 1 ſhall obey. 

Roger, my daught t, with my bleiling rake, 

And ſtill our maſter's right your butneſs make; 
pleaſe him, be faithfu*, and his auld grey head, 
Shall nod sich quietneſs down amang tbe dead. 

Roger. I ne'er was good at ſpeaking a my days, 
Nor ever lock dete mak o'cr.great a fta 
But for my maſter, father, and wy wife, 

I will employ the cates of a' my life. 

Sir Wm. My fri.nds, I'm fatisſy'd you'll all behave, 
Each in his Station As 1'd wiſh or crave, 
Be ever virtuous, ſoon or late you'll fad 
Reward and ſaiisfation to your mind. 
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The maze of life ſomet'mes looks dark and wild, 
And aft when hopes are higheſt we're beguil'd; 
Aft when we ſt»-nd on brinks of dark deſpair, 
Some happy turn, with joy diſpels our care, 

Now all's at lights, who tings beſt let me bear, 


Peggy. When you demand, I readieſt ſhould obey, 


Vil fiug you ane the acwelt that I hae, 


SANG XX, Corn rigs ate bonry, 


My Patie is @ lover gay, 
His mind is neter muddy 4 

His breath 1s ſweeter than new hay, 
His ſace is fuir and ruddy. 

Bis foape is handſome, middle fie, 
tie's comely in lis waking 

The ſhining 6 his een ſurprize, 
Ii heaven to hear kim 1awhying, 


Laſt night I met him on a bawhk, 
Where yellow corn was greg, 

There mony 4 kindly word he ſpak, 
Tit ſet my heart a glowing, 

He Nd and vod d be wad le mine, 
And los me beſt of ony, 

That gar, me (ke to ſing ſince ye, 
O Corn rigs are binn. 


Let leſſis of a (l'y mind 

RN. ſuſe ua mait they're wanting, 

Since we fer yielding were deſign'd, 
We chafth ſhould le graming. 
ew Ul comp.y, and mary Pate, 
And [yne ny corkermany, 

He's free te t, wile air or late, 
While Corn ig are bonny, 


» 
* 


GEOSGd&% 2602935 


RICHEY and SANDY 


APASTORAL on the Death of 


Jos EH APDDISON, Eſq; 


RIC HEI. 


HAT gars thee look ſae dowf, dear Sandy, ſay, 
Cheat up, dull fallow, tak thy reed and play 
My Aron deary, or ſome wanton tune: 
Be merry lad, and keep thy heart aboon. 

Sandy. Na, na, it winna do! leave me to mane, 

This aught days twice o'er tell'd 111 whiſtle nane. 

Richey. Wos man that's unco ſad. —Is that ye're jo 
Has ta'en the ſtiunt i—or has ſome boggle-bo 
Glowrin friae *mang auld waws gi'en ye a fleg? 

Or has ſome dawted wedder broke his leg? 

Sandy. Naithing like that, fic troubles eith were born, 
What's boggles—xedders—or what's Mauſy's ſcorn? 
Ou: loſs is meikle mair, and paſt remeed, 

Elie, that play'd, and ſang ſae ſweet, is dead. 

Richey. Dead! ſay'trhou? oh! had up my head, O Par! 
Ye gods, what» laids ye lay on feckleis man! 

Alake, therefore, I canna wyte ye'ie wac, 

I't] beat ye company fer year and day, 

A beiter lad ne'er leant out o'er a kent, 

Or hounded coly o'er the meſſy bent; 

Blyth at the bought how aft hae we three been, 
Heartſome on hills, and gay upon the green. 

Sandy. That's true indeed ! but now thae days are gane, 

And wi* him a' that's pleaſant on the pl2'n. 

A ſummer day I never thought it lang, 

To hear him make a roundel or a ſang, 

How ſweet he ſung where vines and myrtles grow, 
Of whimpling waters Which in Latium flow: 

Tytry, the Man «an he:ds, wha lang ſynſine ©. 
Beſt ſung on Oaten reed the lover's pine, 

Had he been to the fore now in our days, 

W: AKaie he had frankly dealt his bays. 
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As lany's the warld ſhall Amar)//:: ken, 
His Neſamend ſhall echo thio' the glen; 
While on burn banks the yellow Gowan grows, 
' Or wandering lambs tin bleating after ews, _ 
His fame (hall laſt, laſt ſhall his ſong of weirs, 
While Biß baizns brag of their bauld forbears, 
We'll meikle miſs his blyth and witty jeſt 
At ſpaining time, 01 at out Lammas ſeaft, 
o Richey! but tis hard that death ay reaves 
Away the beſt fowk, and the 11! ances leaves. 
Hing down yeie heads, ye bills, greet out your ſprings, 
Upon your edge nae mir the ſhepherd fings. 
Richey. Then be had ay a good advice to gi'e, 
And kend my thovghts awaiſt as well as mes 
Had I been thowleſs, vext, or outlines four, 
He wad have made me by h in baff an hour, 
Had RF-fte ta'en the dorts,—or had the tod 
Wormny'd my lambs; —or were wy feet ill ſhed, 
Kindly he'd lavg: when ſae be ſaw me dwine, 
And task of happineſs like @ divine, | 
Of ilka thing he had en unco skill, 
He keod by Moon light how tides ebb and fill; 
He kend, whar kend he 10? c'en to bair 
He'd tell o'er night gin peift day wad be fair. 
Blind Jehn, ye mind, wha ſang in kittle phraſe, 
How the ill ſpirit did the fi: miſchief raiſe ; 
Mony a time beneath the auld Bi k rree, 
What's bonny in that ſarg he'd loot me (ee. 
The laſſes aft flang dow their r#»kes and pales, 
And held their tongues, O'ftrange! to hear his takes, 
Sandy. Sound be his fleep, and faft his waking be, 
He's in a bet er caſe than thee or me; 
He was o'er good for us; the gods hae ta'en 
Their ain but back, be was 8 bowow'd len: 
Let us be good, gin virtue be our dtift, 
Then we may yet-ſorgither beon the lift. 
But ſee the (ſheep are wyſing to the clevgh; 
Thomas has lous'd his onfen frac the Pleugh; 
M.ggy by chis has beuk the ſupper ſcons, 
And nuckle kye ſtand rowting on the loans, 
Come, Richey, let us truſe and hame o'er bend, 
And mak the beſt of what we canna meud. 


FINIS. 


B OO Rs printed and ſeld by T. SAINT. 


HE Youth's inſtructive and entertaining STORY- 
TELLER: Being a choice COLLECT1ION of 
MoRrAL TaLEs, chiefly deduced from Real Life, cal- 
culated to enforce the Practice of Virtue, and expand 
every ſocial Idea in the human Heart, Adorned with 
emblematical Cuts, from the moſt intereſting Part of 
each Tale, and methodized after the Plan recommend» 
ed by the late ingenious Dr Gols urn. — To which 
is added, by way of Preface, THOUGHTS on the 


preſent Mode of Education. Price only 28. 


Eye Nature's Walks, ſhark Folly as it flizs, 
Aud catch the Manners living as they riſe. 
y | Pore. 
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his SON. Comprehending the whole Syſtem of 
Morality... To which is added, the Sentiments of 
Priaces and eminent Men, concerning Religion and a 
future State; and ſome of the moft admired Pieces from 
Milton, Thomſon, and other Authors. To which is 
now added, Fables on the moiſt important Occaſions in 
life, extracted from Dodſley. Adorned with ſuitable 
Cuts to each Fable. 3 | 

This Book being calculated to guard Youth, againſt the 
ſnares that are generally laid for them in their ſicſt ſetting 
out in the world, by the artful and wicked; every parent 
who has at heart the intereſt and happineſs of his child, would 
not fail to preſcnt him with a copy of this truly uſcful Book, 
from the very ſcufible advantage they will find from the pe - 
ruſal of it. 


Aus: (Price 28. bound) | 2 


A conciſe but comprehenſive TREA- | 


TISE of ARITHMETIC ; together with a Compendium 
of Algebra; wherein the Rudiments of that much- ad- 
mired Art are made eaſy.—To which is added a plain 
and familiar InveRigation and Illuſtration of the Tu EO- 
REMS in Simple and compound INTEREST, ANnNUu1- 
TiES, purchaſing of Freehald EsTaTEs, ANNU1TIES 
on Lives, &c. The Whole being conducted in ſuch a 
Manner as to render it generally uſeful. ——By W. 

| THOMPSON, 
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- THOMPSON, Writing Maſter, Accomptant, &c. in 
Carliſle. x 53 * 

„ A Gentleman, who pretends to be a Judge of the 
Y- | Rationale of Arithmetic, obſerves, that of all the varions 
of practical Syſtems now extant, he thinks Mr Thompſon's 
U- preſ-rable to every one; as not only the Precepts therein 
1d | are plain, but the beſt reaſons given for all the various rules 
th | that ever appeared in any Compoſition of the Kind. —He may 
of | heteafter have Occaſion to give ſome Reaſon to the Public 
- | for this Opinion; but he thought he could do no lefs-in 
:h | Juſtice to Mr Thompſon, than to give this public Approba- 
je | tion of his Book. | 


Thompſ.n who printed an Arithmetic Book, That the above 
Excellent Workis printed by T. SAINT only. 
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Chriſtain Faith and Manners, and the great Duty of 
o | Individuals to ſtudy it. In Three Diſcourſes. By A. 
TEMPLE, A. M Maſter of the Free School at Rich- 
zf | mond, and Vicar of Eaſtby in Yorkſhire. 

4 Jam the Light of the World ; he that. ſollogveth me 
n | ſhall not walk in Darkneſs, but hall have the Light of 
s | Liſe. John viii. 12. | | 

n „ | o_ 
©] Argo, The ſecond Editizn (Price 18. 6 d.) of 
e ECLECTA PUERILTIA. Sententiæ, Colloquia, 
g | Fabulz, & Poemata. In uſum Scholarum collecta. 
t | Opera MAT THAI RAIN E, Scholz Hart fordienſis 
d P:zceptorts. Editio alterg ducta et Emendata. 


* 


. PIR The ſecond Edition (Price 64.) if | 
- READIN G made eaſy and 


. diverting. Containing ſelect Scripture Sentences, in- 
ſtructive Fables, edifying Pieces of Poetry, and ſelect 
Proverbs. Methodically digeſted into Leſſons from 
One to Seven Syllables; and calculated after the 
Manner preſcribed by the great Mr Locke, to gain the 
Attention of Children. To which is added, The 
Church Catechiſm.—By W. WEALD. 
From the ſpeedy fale of ſeveral thouſands of the firſt Im- 
preſſion of this New Edition of WEAr. o, the Editor has the 
happineſs to find it ſo univerſally approved of, as to be 
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de Public are regueſted to obſerve, as there is ansther 


- | The Written Word the only rule of 
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preferable to any other Reading made E. The Teffons 
are happily choſe, and ſo adapted to the capacity of children, 
that, whilſt they underſtand the meaning of every ſentence, + \ 
the Tales, Fables, &c catch theisz affections. W 
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I" ALso (Price 18.) | 5 
The RUDI ME NTS of the 
ENGLISH TONGUE; or the Principles ot Engliſa 
Grammar. Methodically digeſted into plain Rules, and 
adapted to the Capacities of Children: After the Plan 
of Mr Ruppin x's Latin Rudiinents.—Contaiding, 
1. ORTHCGRAPH Y,—Which treats of Lerters, and the 
due Pronunciation and Spelling of Syllables and Words 
in the Engliſh Language. 2. ETYMoLoGy,—whichk 
treats of the Nature and Properties of Words. 3. 
SYNTAX, or CONSTRUCTION, Which is the Tight or- 
dering of Words in Speech, or joining them regularly, 
to a Sentence. 4. PRosoDY, — which treats of the 
1 Quantities of Syllables, and of Verſe. To which are 
5 added, Ex LIsH EXERCISES, or EXAMPLES, on the | 
moſt uſeful New Plan to be rectified by the Rules of | 
Orthography, Etymology, and Syntax. With proper | 


1 Directions from laferiors to Perſons of Diitinction: 

4 And alſo a Table of Abbreviations, with an Explica- 

* tion of them; & c. The Second Edition, reviſed, or- 
q reted, and improved, by L. METCALFi., Carate | 
1 of Middleham in che County of York. 8 
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